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liOMEO  AND  JULIET  TKAVESTIE. 


ROMEO  AND  JULIET; 

OR,  THE  CUP  OF  COLO  PISON. 


Scene  I. — A  Street  in  Verona. 

Enter  Mercutio  and  Attendant,  r. 

Mergutio  {to  Attendants)  Friends,  rum  ’uns,  Montagues!  tlie 
natural  foes 

Of  all  the  Capulets,  spare  not  your  blows. 

They  come  this  way,  behold  each  braggart  stepper ; 

Well,  as  they’re  mustered  strong  we’ll  give  ’em  pepper. 
Attendants,  (to  Mercutio)  We  will — we  will. 

Enterr  Tybalt  and  Attendants,  l. 

Tvb.4lt.  {drawing  sword)  Your  wills — you’d  better  make  ’em. 

For  all  your  hang-dog  lives,  we  mean  to  take  ’em. 

Me  ECU.  {draioing)  Do  you? 

Attendants  of  Tybalt.  We  do — we  do  ! 

Mercu.  That’s  very  true, 

Each  Capulet  we  know’s  a  regular  doo. 

Tybalt.  Insult? 

Mercu.  Whatever  it  seems,  sir,  in  your  eye, 

And  after  insult  you’ll  have  injury. 

(Mercutio  takes  a  sight  at  Tybalt) 
Tybalt.  You  take  a  sight  at  me,  sir? 

Mercu.  {p>utting  both  hands  to  his  nose)  Double  ! 

'■J’ybalt.  That  second  sight  will  get  you  into  trouble. 

Draw. 

Mercu.  How  will  you  take  it  pray — before  I  tug 
To  gain  your  bier,  methinks,  you’ll  risk  your  mug. 
Tybalt.  Half  and  half  measures  !  1  scorn  ’em — I’ve  got 
The  will  to  give  it,  as  to  take  it,  hot — 

They  fight — in  the  midst  of  the  fight,  Paris  enters,  loith 
Guards  who  stop  the  fray. 
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SC.  !. 


Song — Paris — Air,  “  The  Keel  row." 

Oh  what  a  row,  what  a  rumpus,  and  a  rioting, 

Montagues  and  Capulets  for  ever  on  the  brawl  ; 

Verona  is  a  place  that  you  never  can  be  quiet  in. 

For  day  and  night,  they  brawl  and  light,  and  never  cease  at  all. 
Mercu.  Please  ’twasn’t  me,  sir,  ’twas  he  began  the  bobbery. 
Tybalt.  Upon  my  word  ’twa£  he,  sir,  that  hrst  began,  1  vow, 
Paris.  This  rumpusing  and  rioting  may  end  in  death  and 
robbery. 

So  Montagues  and  Capulets,  I  pray  you  cease  your  row. 

Paris.  Put  up  your  swords,  your  war  whoops  cease  all  vou. 
e’ve  had  enough  of  whoop  and  dooden  doo. 

Be  of  the  lot,  or  I  myself  will  pitch  in  ; 

In  fact,  I  bid  you  all  to  clear  the  kitchen. 

All  go  off  to  the  tune  of,  “  Clar  de  Kitchen'' — Mercutio 
returns. 

Mercu.  A  paradox,  1  see,  in  this  ill  luck  ; 

Our  mill  is  stopp’d  ’ere  yet  our  hands  have  struck. 

Enter  Apothecary,  l. 

Apoth.  I  hope  1  see  you  well,  {aside)  Would  he  were  ill ; 

And  then,  perhaps  he’d  order  my  new  pill. 

Mercu.  Who  are  you  ? 

Apoth.  The  apothecary. 

Mercu.  Pooh ! 

Romeo  and  Juliet,  1  know  all  through. 

And  the  apothecary  don’t  arrive 
Upon  the  scene,  you  know,  ’till  act  five. 

Apoth.  Look  here,  old  chap,  the  times  and  seasons  varies  — 
There’s  several  neAv  acts  for  apothecaries. 

I’m  daily  qualified  ;  one  of  those  who  will 
Be  made  a  voter  by  the  new  Reform  Bill. 

I’ll  brook  no  longer  to  be  stowed  away 
In  the  fifth  act,  of  even  Shakespeare’s  play. 

Mercu.  This  comes  of  giving  franchise  to  the  masses, 
Apothecaries,  and  the  lower  classes. 

Apoth.  I  say. 

Mercu.  Well  ? 

Apoth.  Just  now,  looking  from  my  windy, 

I  thought  I  saw  a  row — a  regular  shindy 
Between  the  Capulets  and  Montagues — 

Verona’s  cats  and  dogs— its  broils  and  stews _ 

And  there’s  no  head  broke  ! 

Mercu.  No 

Apoth.  Not  a  single  nut. 

Mercu.  No,  good  apothecary,  there  was  mit. 


.sc.  I.] 
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AroTii.  It’s  very  odd,  but,  when  there’s  so  much  fighting. 
There  ought  to  be,  I  think,  prescription  writing ; 

But,  as  for  me — ah  !  sad  is  my  disaster — 

I  can’t  sell  ’em  an  inch  of  sticking  plaister. 

They  are  so  desperate — stick  each  other  through — 

And  leave  me  not  a  single  job  to  do. 

Oh,  for  a  broken  leg — a  bruise — a  scratch— 

A  joint  to  set — a  fractured  head  to  patch — 

A  joint !  I  never  see  one.  I  have  had, 

(Upon  my  word,  sir,  it  is  far  too  bad) 

This  blessed  day — it  was  not  a  good  'un — 

Nothing  but  a  pennyworth  of  pudd'n. 
bir,  it  was  like  the  sun,  which,  people  say. 

Has  spots  upon  it,  seen  i’  the  glare  of  day  ; 

This  one  had  plums,  but  like  those  spots  on  high, 
Invisible  unto  the  naked  eye. 

I’m  bound  to  say,  although  1  am  not  nice, 

It  was  not  even  filling  at  the  price. 

Mkkcu.  Seek  you  charity?  I  cannot  give,  unless 
You  advertise  your  case  of  real  distress  ; 

Put  in  the  Times^ — pray  take  the  hint. 

Folks  mostly  give  to  see  their  names  in  print. 

Apoth.  Hard-hearted  world  !  but  I’ll  serve  it  out, 

I’ll  turn  a  quack,  like  many  here  about. 

Dub  myself  doctor,  and  profess  to  cure. 

AVhat  shall  be  my  line? — why  deafness,  to  be  sure  ! 

\  es,  take  the  fees  first,  and  often  change  my  name — 
f)h,  believe  me,  it’s  a  splendid  little  game. 

(Mercutio  coughs) 

Pray  cough  no  more — here  is  what  will  stop  it ; 

.Just  take  these  lubricating  drops,  and  drop  it. 

I  see  you’re  far  from  well — your  colour  gone — 

What  your  constitution  wants,  is  tone. 

Duet.  — “  Lovely  Zitella.''' 

Apotii.  Sarsaparilla  three  times  a  day. 

If  you  grow  iller,  why  then  you  may 
Rub  in  this  ointment — swallow  these  pills — 
However  long  standing,  they’ll  cure  all  your  ills — 
Sarsaparilla  thr^e  times  a  day. 

Mercu.  (  Sarsaparilla!  take  it  away. 

Apoth.  <  Sarsaparilla, — buy  some,  I  pray. 

Mekcu.  (  Sarsaparilla  to  the  dogs  with,  I  say  ! 

Go,  saucy  fellow  !  you’re  not  an  M.D., 

Don’t  think  to  sell  ah  your  rubbish  to  me ; 
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If  you  pester  me  longer,  your  pestle  I’ll  take, 

And  in  your  own  mortar  you  powder  I’ll  make. 
Sarsaparilla,  &c. 

Dance. — Exit  Apothecakv. 

Mekcu.  {looking  off)  Here  comes  Romeo — poor  fellow,  he’s 
mooney 

Sweet  on  Rosoline !  Oh,  regular  spooney, — 

Found  him  this  morning  at  the  lady’s  door. 

Waving  up  kisses  to  the  second  floor — 

Radiant  with  joy,  as  Phoebus  or  Aurora, 

Wooing  with  warm  smiles  a  second  Flora  I 
And  then  unto  his  lady  love  he  played 
Upon  the  Jewish  harp  a  serenade ; 

While  ever  and  anon  there  came  a  flow 

Of  voice  with  “  Sweep  !”  and  then  of  “  Milk  below  !” 

Romeo  is  heard  singing  off,  L.,  Mercutio  stands  aside, 
and  Romeo  enters,  in  a  melancholy  mood,  l,  to  R. 

Murooj.  His  bosom  swells,  the  heavy  sighs  rise  on  it ; 

The  man’s  in  love — that’s  about  the  size  on  it 
Romeo  {taking  out  Photograph  and  kissing  it)  Sweet  Rosoline  ! 
nor  yet  as  sweet  by  half 
As  represented  in  this  photograph. 

The  sun  was  envious  of  those  dainty  hands — 

So  fist-like  has  he  drawn  them — and  he  brands 
The  sweetest  smile  that  ever  heart  did  win. 

In  likeness  of  a  silly  sort  of  grin ! 

Mercu.  {looking  over  his  shoulder)  Sixpence  in  frame  complete, 
that’s  about  it. 

Romeo.  Now  there  you’re  wrong,  my  friend ;  perhaps  you 
doubt  it  ?  . 

But  fourpence  is  the  figure  now-a-days — 

The  walks  of  art  are  now  but  common  ways,  {kisses  photo¬ 
graph  and  sighs) 

Mercu.  Good  Romeo,  are  you  ill  ? 

Romeo.  Yes,  I’m  queer. 

Mercu.  AVhere  do  you  feel  it? 

Romeo,  {laying  hand  on  heart)  Oh !  I  feel  it  here. 

Mercu.  Oh  !  you  are  in  love — over  head  and  ears — 

But  why  so  sad  ? — your  eyes  are  set  with  tears. 

When  you  should  smile. 

Romeo.  Rosy !  . 

Mercu.  Pooh !  forget  her. 

You’ll  see  some  other  girl  you’ll  like  much  better. 

Romeo.  I’ve  dreamt  a  dream — Oh  !  ’twas  a  horrid  dream  ! 
Mercu.  Queen  Mab’s  been  with  your  worship,  it  would  seem. 
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She  is  the  very  deuce,  and  goes  to  work 
By  aid  of  pickled  salmon  and  roast  pork ; 

Sits  on  the  stomach  of  an  alderman ; 

O’er  every  drowsy  sense  does  hold  her  ban. 

Her  waggon-spokes  of  grill’d  and  devilled  bones, 

Her  wheels  give  out  as  constant  of  groans ; 

Her  whip,  a  knottevd  lash  of  champagne  wires  ; 

Her  chariot,  a  stew-pan,  wrapped  in  lires ; 

Her  shouts  are  pepper,  and  her  oaths  are  spice ; 

She’s  something  nasty,  after  something  nice. 

In  fact,  my  buck,  to  speak  out  plain  and  fair. 

What  you’ve  been  suffering  from  is  the  nightmare  ! 
llOMEO.  Have  you  quite  done  ?  (Mercutio  nods) 

Well,  all  I’ve  got  to  say — 

We  suffer  now  from  mayors  in  the  day.  {relapses  into  grief  ) 
Enter  Apothecary  with  paper,  r. 

Apotii.  Gentlemen  and  scholars,  I  have  found  this  bit 
Of  paper — there  is  something  on  it  writ. 

Mercu.  Read  it.  . 

Romeo.  Read  it.  .  . 

Mercu,  Read  it. 

Apotu.  I’ve  lost  my  specs. 

Mercu.  You  can’t  read,  that’s  the  fact. 

ApoJfit.  Ah  !  he  suspects. 

Romeo.  What  are  you  ? 

Apoth.  An  apothecary. 

Romeo.  True — 

Learning  we  don’t  e.xpect  from  such  as  you  ! 

{snatches  paper) 

Hollo!  what’s  this?  By  Jove — a  blank  invite 
To  sup  at  the  rich  Capulet’s  to  night,  {gives  it  back) 

Go,  join  these  butterflies,  you  starveling  cub. 

ApoTfi.  Where  there  are  butterflies,  there  may  be  grub. 
Romeo.  Much  good  may  it  do  you. 

Mercu.  Pray,  have  your  fill 

At  Capulet’s  expense. 

Apotii.  Trust  me,  I  will. 

Oh,  ye  puddings,  pies,  and  little  chickens ; 

Ye  roley-poleys  and  nice  little  pickings — 

{going,  returns)  But  gentlemen,  kind  gentlemen,  pray  buy 
A  little  article,  a  cake  of  soap — or  try 
This  shaving  paste — a  tooth  brush,  cheap — 

Last  of  my  stock.  I  have  a  wife  to  keep. 

No  end  of  little  children,  too,  at  home. 

Oh,  do  buy  something.  Twopence  for  this  condh 
Your  icorship. 
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Romeo.  His  worship  has  no  pity 

For  waifs  who  stray  to  sell  combs  in  the  city. 

{vmves  him  off  ) 

Mercu.  I’ll  show  you  how  to  start  him  like  a  hare. 

Apothecary  !  (beckoning  him)  Ah  I  em  ?  Here’s  the  Lord 
Mayor. 

Apothecary  exits^  r.  hurriedly. 

Mercu.  That  scarecrow  just  reminds  me - 

Romeo.  Of  what,  I  pray?  ' 

Mercu.  That  at  the  feast  at  Capulet’s  to-day 
A  lady  will  be  present  whose  good  looks 
Transcend  all  written  in  the  poet’s  books. 

There’s  no  mistake  about  it.  Oh,  she  is  fair, 

A  duck,  a  darling,  a  perfect  stunner — there  ! 

Romeo.  Her  name  ? 

Mercu.  Juliet.  Go  with  me  and  see  her. 

Oh,  she’s  the  sweetest  girl  you  e’er  came  near. 

Romeo.  She  can’t  come  up  to  Rosy,  the  fairest  star 
In  all  the  firmament  of  beauty. 

Mercu.  Bah  I 

Juliet’s  the  sun  itself  at  height  of  day. 

You  scarce  can  look  on  her. 

Romeo.  Without  smoked  glass — eh  ?  (gong  sounds) 

Mercu.  Is  that  Big  Ben — -that  struck  by  late  improvement  ? 
Romeo.  Yes,  struck,  cracked,  on  the  twelve  hour's  movement. 
Mercu.  Let  us  join  this  union,  and  save  a  rout. 

In  case  old  Capulet  should  lock  its  out. 


Air,  “  I'm  ojfto  Charlestown." 


Mercu. 

Romeo. 

Mercu. 

Romeo, 


Both, 


The  massa  and  the  missus — 
The  Capulets  you  mean. 

Are  giving  their  retainers 
Their  annual  feast  of  bean ; 

'  And  while  they  both  togethar 
j  Are  holding  their  soiree 
1  Let  us  be  off  to  Capulet’s, 
And  be  in  time  for  tea. 


Chorus. — Mercutio  and  Romeo. 

We’re  off  to  Capulet’s  to  stay  until  the  morning. 

We’re  off  to  Capulet’s  to  sing  and  dance  and  play ; 

We’ll  pay  our  respects  to  all  the  ballet  girls. 

And  we  won’t  go  home  till  morning,  until  the  break  of  day. 

Exeunt,  L, 
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Scene  Second. —  Garden  of  Caimleis  House^  docorated  for  a 
Masquerade.  House  with  balcony,  L. ;  view  of  'palace  at  bach  ; 
Maskers  at  sides,  clinking  drinking  cups,  and  singing. 

First  Chorus  in  “  Hugimots.^' 

Fill  the  cup, 

Fill  the  cup, 

Fill  ’till  it  run  o’er. 

Drink  it  up, 

Drink  it  up. 

Fill  it  up  once  more. 

Draining,  drinking. 

Draining,  drinking,  clinking, 

To  the  health  of  Juliet, 

The  health  of  J uliet ! 

Enter  Ballet — at  end  of  Ballet,  Maskers  pass  aavss  the 
stage — Lady  Capulet  comes  forward  and  speaks. 

Lady  C.  Let  me  ese,  what  is  Juliet’s  age? — at  Lammas  tide, 
She  will  be  fourteen—  ere  then  I  was  a  bride. 

And  why  not  Juliet  ?  I  see  no  cause  to  tarry  ; 

What  are  young  girls  use  for,  but  to  marry  ? 

And  now  when  wed  for  better  or  for  worse. 

And  don’t  like  it,  they  can  sue  for  a  divorce. 

Oh,  it  takes  less  time  now,  if  you  try  it. 

The  marriage  knot  to  untie  than  to  tie  it. 

Why  now  always,  if  wife  and  husband  fight, 

Or  have  a  difference  at  the  dead  of  night. 

All  they’ve  to  do-^’tis  nearly  truth  I  tell — 

’Tis  to  go  down  and  ring  Sir  Creswell’s  bell ; 

To  make  it  up  he  never  tries  to  force  ’em, 

lie’ll  come  down  in  his  night  cap  and  divorce  ’em.  • 

Juliet  shall  marry— Young  Paris  just  will  suit , 

He’s  noble,  handsome,  and  he’s  rich  to  boot. 

Nurse !  nurse ! 

Nurse,  {without)  Yes,  mum. 

Enter  Nurse,  l. 

Lady  C.  '  ^  want  you,  nurse  ;  come  hither. 

Nurse,  Yes,  mum.  „  ,  , 

].,ady  C.  Now,  come,  thou  canst  tell  me  whether 

My  daughter  Juliet  is  inclined  to  favour 
The  suit  of  Paris. 

NUBSU.  Heaven  bless  and  save  her, 

She’s  a  sweet  creature  !  and  as  to  Paris,  why, 

As  I  says  to  Mrs.  Harris,— Mum,  says  T, 
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He’s  a  handsome  chap  as  e’er  you’d  wish  to  see. 

But  as  I’ve  said  afore,  Miss  Juliet  slie 
Is  too  good  for  the  best  of  ’em,  says  I. 

And  says  she  to  me — says  she — It  makes  me  cry. 

Does  it,  says  I.  Yes,  Says  she,  it  do. 

Yes,  ma’am,  and  I  couldn’t  help  a  crying  too — 

Lady  C.  Pooh !  pooh  !  pooh  !  what  are  her  predilections  ! 

1  want  to  know  the  state  of  her  affections. 

Nurse.  Well,  there  is  one  on  whom  she’s  set  her  heart. 

From  whom  she  vows  that  she  will  never  part. 

Lady  C.  Good  heavens  ! 

Nurse.  Yes,  and  twenty  times  a  day 

That  form  she  hugs  and  kisses. 

Lady  C.  {seizing  her)  What  is’t  you, say  ? 

Nurse.  That  party  she  does  always  much  extol. 

Lady  C.  The  villain’s  name,  I  charge  you  ! 

Nurse.  '  Ma’am,  her  doll. 

Lady  C.  Bah  !  has  she  no  other  love? 

Nurse.  I  grieve  to  state 

She  has,  a  regular  passion,  which  I  can’t  abate ; 

Not  wisely,  but  too  well,  she  loves — ■ 

Lady  C.  Wretch,  do  not  mock 

A  mother’s  feelings  I  whom  ? 

Nurse.  Why,  almond  rock  ! 

Lady  C.  Pooh,  she  shall  marry. 

Nurse.  She  loves  not  Paris. 

Lady  C.  Bah ! 

Paris  shall  be  our’s — we’ll  try  a  coup  d'  etat. 

Lady  C.  goes  up  c. 

Nurse.  Her  heart  is  flint  and  steel,  and,  save  the  mark. 

Poor  Juliet’s  heart  is  tinder,  and  the  spark 
Is  Paris — the  match  may  light !  Ah,  pretty  dove  ! 

’Twill  never  light  in  thee  flame  of  love. 

Than  by  heir  apparent  to  that  parent  there, 

I’d  be  without  e’er  a  parent,  I  declare. 

Enter  Capulet  and  Tybalt,  meeting,  followed  hy  Guests. 

Capulet.  Tybalt,  how  d’ye  do  ?  welcome  to  ye  all. 

My  honour’d  guests, — pray  keep  up  the  ball. 

Elder  Romeo  and  Mercutio,  mashed. 

Tybalt,  {to  Capulet)  Look,  uncle,  there’s  a  Montague ! 
Capulet.  Eh !  where  ? 

Tybalt.  Why  over  yonder, — don’t  you  see  him  there  {points) 
Capulet.  It’s  Romeo. 
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IybalT.  ril  go  and  punch  his  head  ! 

Capulet.  No,  don’t,  let’s  have  a  row ! — the  youth’s  well  bred, 
For  good  behaviour  known,  and  early  hours; 

Nor  drinks,  nor  smokes,  nor  plays. 

^  Tvii'?'' .  ^  .  Then,  by  the  powers, 

1 11  give  him  challenge  I  for,  to  tell  the  truth. 

There’s  nought  I  hate  more  than  your  model  youth. 

(  ClclVQjllC^S^ 

Capulet.  Hold!  think  of  the  right  of  hospitality— 

He  is  our  guest,  and  one  of  quality. 

(Capulet  steps  between  him  and  Romeo) 

Tybalt.  The  time  will  come  we’ll  meet  without  these  walls, 
And  when  we  do,  my  buck,  look  out  for  squalls. 


Characters  walk  about  the  stage  and  at  length  dispose 
themselves  at  sides^  leaving  c.  at  back  clear — Enter 
Juliet,  dressed  in  short  petticoats  and  pinafore,  Paris 
chasing  her ,  J  ULIET  drives  her  hoop  round  the  stage,  and 
at  last  Paris  catches  and  kisses  her  at  hack,  c. 


Romeo,  {to  Mercutio)  By  jove,  a  goddess. 

Mercu.  Where’s  your  Rosy  now  ? 

Romeo.  Nowhere,  I’m  bound  to  say — Oh !  that  marble  broM^, 
Those  eyes,  those  lips. 

Mercu.  Those  teeth,' 

Romeo.  ^  That  do  resemble. 

The  eastern  ivory 

Mercu.  And  the  tout  ensemble. 

Romeo.  Ah !  she ’s  a  dove,  a  pretty  pouter — 

Apoth.  {coming  down  Ju.,  eating  from  a  pie  dish)  A  scrumptious 
girl,  a  regular  out-and-outer. 

Romeo.  Her  lips  are  cherries. 

Apoth.  You  can’t  eat  ’em,  I 

Prefer  by  far  the  cherries  of  this  pie.  {retires  up  eating) 
Nurse,  (coming  down,  B.J  The  girl’s  a  credit  to  her 
brought’ins  up, 

Although  I  says  it — I’ll  take  another  cup. 

{drinks  and  retires  up) 

Capulet.  {advancing)  Ladies  and  gentlemen — my  honored 
guests. 

My  lovely  daughter  Juliet  requests 

The  choice  of  partner— the  girl’s  a  treasure, 

I  can’t  refuse  her — she  would  dance  a  measure. 


The  ^estsform  a  semicircle — Juliet  runs  round  to  music 
with  her  handkerchief  in  her  hand,  which  she  at  length 
throws  to  Romeo. 


B 
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Trio. — Romeo,  Juliet,  Paeis. — Air,  Buffalo  Girls.'" 

Romeo.  Oh  pretty  little  girl,  will  you  dance  to-night — dance 
to-night — dance  to-night  ? 

Juliet.  This  pretty  little  girl  will  dance  to-night,  so,  young 
man,  there’s  my  hand. 

Paris,  {coming  up)  This  pretty  little  girl  shan’t  dance  to-nigl 
— dance  to-night — dance  to-night. 

This  pretty  little  girl  shan’t  dance  to-night — at  least,  sii 
not  with  you. 

Romeo.  Let  the  lady  choose.' 

Juliet,  (chooses  Romeo^  Well,  I  agree,  sir, 

Romeo.  You  see  sir— 

Paris.  I  see,  sir,  that  you  seize  her, 

But  for  that  seizing,  at  another  season 

T’ll  make  you  smart,  or  else.  I’ll  know  the  reason. 

Capulet.  Now  choose  your  partners — places  for  the  hop — 
Are  you  all  ready — let  the  weasel  pop. 

In  the  mean  ifweMERCUTiO  has  chosenlthDY  Capulet — 
the  Apothecary  Nurse,  Romeo,  J uliet,  aTii/ Paris 
one  of  the  guests  — v)hen  the  sign,al  is  given  they  start  off 
into  a  grotesque  dance,  to  the  tune  of  “  Pop  goes  the 
Weasd.'"— presently 'Romy.o,  Juliet,  Paris  awc^MER- 
cuTio  dance  off,  leaving  Nurse  and  Apothecary 
dancing — the  music  grows  fainter  and  fainter,  as  if 
retreating,  and  at  length  they  dance  without  music — they 
stop  suddenly —  Apothecary  offers  Nurse  his  arm 
and  exeunt — then  enter  Romeo  —  Juliet  with  her  hoop, 
as  from  supper. 

Romeo.  Fairest  of  the  sex,  I  feel  that  I  could 

Juliet.  Well? 

Romeo.  I  feel  a  great  deal  more  than  tongue  can  tell. 

Juliet.  Do  you,  la — do  you  like  toffee  ?  Just  stop — 

Hold  my  hoop,  (pjives  hoop)  I  know  a  stunning  shop — 

(bnngs  out  varioiis  sweetmeats  from  pochet) 
There’s  candy-sugar,  peppermint,  and  nibs, 
Hundreds-and-thousands,  Bonyparty’s  ribs, 

That’s  toflee,  hardbake,  and  there’s  almond  rock — 

That’s  nicest,  {eats)  Do  I  your  feelings  shock? 

Romeo.  Oh,  no ! 

Juliet.  There  they  are — white,  blue,  green,  and  red  ; 

Eat  ’em,  as  I  do,  when  you  go  to  bed. 

Romeo.  Thank  you. 

Juliet.  Stop,  perhaps  you  haven’t,  may  be, 

Sit  eyes  upon  the  new  Berlin  baby.  '* 

(blows  up  toy  and  makes  it  squeak) 
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liOMEo.  I  hear  it. 

Juliet.  Aint  it  funny. 

Romeo.  Blow  it.  {she  blows) 

In  that  sense  blow  it  not — let  me  throw  it 
Over  the  garden  wall.  ^ 

Juliet.  What,  my  che-ild  ? 

Inhuman  monster,  you  would  drive  me  wild ! 
lk.OMEO.  Waste  not  the  time  —  Love’s  nectared  cup  we’re 
sipping — 

Apple  of  my  eye  ! 


Juliet. 


Well,  go  on,  my  pippin. 

(Romeo  takes  J uliet  dotmi  and  sings) 


Duet  The  Old  Bog  Holed' 

Romeo.  This  very  night  when  they’re  all  gone  away 
Over  the  wall  there  I’ll  find  my  way ; 

And  under  your  window  you’ll  hear  me  sigh, 

Julie,  come  out  on  the  balcony. 

Juliet.  I’d  like  it  very  much,  but  the  nurse  might  hear. 

And  the  bottles  on  the  wall  might  scratch  you,  dear 
And  the  dog  might  seize  you  by  the  leg,  while  I,  ’ 
Julie,  would  be  screaming  on  the  balcony. 

Both.  Arrah!  coushla  mavoumeen,  won’t  you  marry  me? 
Coushla  mavoumeen  ;  arrah,  grammachree  1 
Cuslila  mavonrneen,  won’t  you  marry  me  ? 

And  be  happy  as  Kathleen  and  Barney  Magee  ! 


{at  the  end  of  the  song  the  Guests  return,  Apothecaey 
comes  round  L.,  Nurse  r,,  Apothecary  rather  un¬ 
steady — business) 

Capulit.  {coming  forward)  My  honored  guests,  it’s  gettino 
late,  and  I  ^ 

Scorn  to  act  towards  you  with  hypocrisy. 

It’s  half-past  twelve — I’m  sleepy — and  I  think 
You’ll  all  have  had  enough  to  eat  and  drink ! 

Chorus — ‘■^Express  Gallopped' 

Capulet.  So  go,  go,  go,  let  me  show  you  to  the  door. 

Guests.  No,  no,  no,  no.  this  is  not  polite,  sir, 

Fie,  fie,  fie,  let  us  dance  a  little  more. 

Let  us  stay,  let  us  stay,  then  let  us  say  good-night  sir 
Chorus.  Round,  round  on  the  lightest  fantastic  toe,  ’ 

Let  us  bound  to  the  echo  of  our  feet ; 

*  Round,  round  in  the  gallop  let  us  go,  '  ’ 

To  the  music’s  merry,  lively,  cheering  beat. 
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[sc.  II. 

(all  dance  off  except  Romeo,  who  lingers  behind  to  wave 
kisses  to  Juliet  ;  Apothecary  with  a  hottU  is  see^i  to 
stagger  into  an  arbour,  Nurse  calls  to  Servants,  who 
enter) 

Nurse.  John,  Thomas,  Antonio,  put  away 
The  remnants  of  the  feast.  Another  day 
W e’ll  have  a  party  of  our  poor  relations 
To  eat  ’em  up — they  dont  oft  see  such  rations. 

And  mind  collect  the  wine  from  every  cup, 

Pour  it  back  again  and  bottle  it  up. 

( takes  bottle  from  table,  and  puis  it  under  her  apron,  and 
exit  into  house,  Juliet  being  still  left^  on  the  stage. 
Nurse  puts  her  head  out  and  calls) 

Nurse.  Juliet,  Juliet,  come  to  bed. 

Juliet.  Anon,  anon — 

{lingering  at  the  door  and  sighing) 
Well,  really,  he’s  a  very  nice  young  man.  Exit, 

{the  Apothecary  comes  out  of  the  arbour,  very  drunk, 
with  a  bottle  and  cup) 

Apoth.  a  jollier  evening  I  did  never  spend,  (hiccoughs) 

I’m  drunk — it’s  late,  but  never  too  late  to  mend,  (drinks) 

Steady,  Apothecary,  if  you  can 

Say  “  truly  rural,”  you’re  a  sober  man. 

I’ll  try — “  The  scenery  about  here  is  truly  rural.” 

{speaks  “  truly  rural”  in  a  drunken  manner^  rendering  it 
“  tooral looral”) 

Oh,  crikey,  such  pies,  such  cold  fowls  and  tarts. 

And  this  Tokay  the  cup  that  cheers  our  hearts. 

But  not  inebriates,  {interpolating  “  tooral  looral,”  and  hic¬ 
coughs)  Who  spoke  to  you  ?  {hiccoughs) 

Cease  that  noise.  Be  quiet,  will  you  ?  Do. 

Ungrateful  organ,  these  grumbling  sounds  to  throw  out — 
You  never  in  your  life  had  such  a  blow  out, 

And  never  may  again.  Hollo,  I  say. 

Where’s  all  the  company  ?  {stares  ahoui)  Why,  they’re 
Gone  away,  {staggers  about  the  stage) 

I’m  all  alone — locked  in.  Well,  never  mind. 

Upon  yon  arbour  bench  a  bed  I’ll  find. 

I’ve  hid  another  bottle  and  the  trifle  bowl. 

I  was  a  trifle  hold  to  do  it,  ’pon  my  soul. 

{falls  on  his  back  on  stage,  and  speaks  the  following  in  a 
drunken  manner,  humming  occasionally  a  snatch  of 
“  Jenny  Jones,’''  the  music  of  which  is  played  piano 
throughout. 

The  world’s  a  globe  for  ever  turning  round. 

I  feel  it  now.  I’m  flat  upon  the  ground., 
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There  it  goes,  round,  round.  Why,  dash  my  wig 
If  it  ain’t  spinning  like  a  whirligig. 

Talk  about  the  pump  and  drinking  fountain. 

Give  me  the  dew  from  off  Ben  Nevis  mountain 
That  I^ong  John  gathers ;  he’s  a  jolly  brick, 

With  that  long  party  I  am  very  thick. 

“  Twinkle,  twinkle,  little  star. 

How  I  wonder  what  you  are, 

Up  above  the  world  so  high, 

Like  a  diamond  in  the  sky.” 

There  shines  old  Mars — he’s  winking  at  another, 
There’s  sweet  V enus,  his  respected  mother. 

Staggers  into  arhonr. 


Enter  J  uliet  on  Balcony,  l,— r-DoG  harks. 

•Juliet.  Be  quiet,  Caesar !  {dog  harks  and^^txihines)  That  dog  when 

it  gets  dark 

Gives  us  a  mighty  dose  of  whine  and  hark. 


Song — Serenade,  “  Don  PasqualeJ'' 

Juliet.  “ ’Tis  dog’s  delight— 

Dog.  Bow,  wow,  wow. 

Juliet.  “  To-bark  and  bite. 

Dog.  Bow,  wow,  wow. 

Juliet.  Bad  dog,  be  still. 

Dog.  Bow,  wow,  wow. 

Juliet.  That  dog  pray  kill. 

Dog.  Bow,  wow,  wow. 

{at  the  md  of  song,  DoG  harks.  Juliet  goes  in. 
Apoth.  {from  arbour)  Dog  Tray,  be  quiet  {sinqs{  He’s  gentle 
and  he’s  kind. 

{spoken)  No,  he  ain’t  (Dog  harks)  But  never,  never  mind, 
I’ll  go  to  sleep  in  spite  of  “  Old  Dog  Tray,” 

{Music. — Romeo  appears  on  the  top  of  the  wall  and,  comes 
down  ladder) 


Romeo.  He  jests  at  scars,  who  never  wore  a  patch, 
Or  mounted  garden  wall  and  got  a  scratch 
From  row  of  broken  bottles, 


Juliet  appears  on  balcony. 

•Juliet.  HaJ  ’tis  he  I 

Romeo.  Juliet  1 

•Juliet.  Romeo,  ah !  yes !  ’tis  he  ! 

Romeo.  Oh,  say  that  name  again  ! 

Juliet.  Oh,  me!  oh! 

Romeo,  therefore  art  thou,  Romeo  ? 
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Romeo.  Well,  pon  my  soul,  my  love,  my  sweet,  my  dear, 

1  haven’t  got  the  most  remote  idea  ; 

My  father  perhaps - 

J  ULiET.  Deny  him. 

Romeo.  Then  my  mother. 

She  does  not  know  I’m  out. 

Juliet.  Oh,  what  a  bother! 

Romeo.  What  is  bother,  sweet  ? 

Juliet.  That  you, 

My  Romeo,  should  be  a  Montague, 

And  I  Capulet — and  yet  what’s  in  a  name  ? 

Were  you  called  J  ones,  I’d  love  you  all  the  same  ; 

Fou’d  be  no  worse,  mark  tliis  I  do  entreat  — 

The  Serpentine  by  other  name  would  smell  as  sweet. 

Romeo.  Would  I  were  some  one  else - 

Juliet.  But  fate  assigns 

A  bitter  lot  and  rules  the  hardest  lines. 

Romeo,  {sneezes  and  as  if  loith  cold  in  his  head)  It’s  getting 
chilly,  dear,  but  hear  me  swear — 

By  the  boon,  green  cheese  of  heaven — look  there. 

Shining  as  brightly  as  a  silver  spoon. 

Juliet,  {sneezing,  and  with  a  cold)  Swear  not  by  the  boon — 
the  incoiistant  boon. 

Who  changes  oft,  and  twelve  times  in  a  year 
Hooks  it  like  a  tenant  in  arrear. 

Romeo.  What  shall  I  swear  by  then,  to  gain  a  seat 
In  your  affections  ? 

Juliet.  Oh,  do  not  swear,  my  sweet. 

At  all.  A  good  rule  we  now  commence  with. 

We  take  our  seats,  the  oath  we  do  dispense  with. 

Romeo.  Then  I  am  yours. 

Nurse,  {calling  from  vntkin)  Juliet! 

Juliet.  Hush!  I  hear 

Old  nurse’s  voice' — she  comes,  go,  there’s  a  dear ; 
To-morrow  in  the  friar’s  cell  we’ll  meet. 

Romeo.  I  trust  that  cell  may  not  turn  out  a  cheat. 

DiLct. — Air,  “  Behold  how  hrigldly^" 

Romeo.  Good  night,  sweet  love,  ’tis  such  sweet  sorrow 
To  bid  adieu,  e’en  for  an  hour. 

I’d  say  good  night  until  to-morrow. 

When  we  shall  meet  to  part  no  more. 

Juliet.  Go,  go  !  be  off!  but  mind  the  dog — 

Hush,  hush  ! — soitly  tread — 

Look,  look  before  you  leap  that  log, 

Lest  the  nurse  should  wake  and  find  you  here. 

Juliet  m — eiwi  Romeo  om*  wall. 
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Enter  Nukse  upon  the  balcony  in  her  night  cap^with  candle, 

I  heard  a  person  singing  I’ll  be  sworn, 

It  could  not  be  the  larks,  ’tis  not  yet  morn, 

AVell,  if  the  larks  are  not  yet  up,  the  sparks 
Are  very  likely  to  be  up  to  larks. 

Apothecary  comes  forward  and  addresses  Nurse. 

Apoth.  Queen  of  my  soul — angel — lovely  creature 
Of  form  divine — grace  in  every  feature  ! 

Apothecary  sings  in  imitation  of  Romeo  BarcaroU — 
Masaniello.'' — the  Nurse  throws  flower  pot  upon  him, 
comes  from  the  house,  and  assails  him  with  an  umbrella 
— chases  him  round  the  garden  and  Apothecary 
escapes  up  ladder. 

Song. — Nurse. — “  Limerick  Races."" 

I’ll  tell  you  what,  my  lad,  if  I  catch  you  at  your  fun,  sir, 

I’ll  satisfy  your  hide  if  here  again  you  come,  sir  ; 

Oh,  murther,  -won’t  I  crack  his  head,  and  I  won’t  have  any  pity 
On  boys  who  make  so  free  as  to  court  my  girl  so  pretty. 

Musha  tooraloo,  let  me  catch*  them  at  their  fun,  sir — 
Arrali  phillaloo,  they’ll  wish  they  hadn’t  come  come,  sir. 

The  boys  here  are  so  gay,  so  frolicsome  and  frisky, 

They  brawl  and  fight  by  day,  and  at  night  take  too  much  whisky ; 
Oh,  botheration  take  them  all,  confound  their  handsome  faces. 
If  I  catch  them  here  again.  I’ll  put  them  through  their  paces. 
Chorus :  Musha  tooraloo,  &c.  Exit. 

Scene  Third.  —  Friar  Lawrence's  Cell  —  tcAle  and  chairs 

pushed  on  with  scene. 

Enter  Friar  Lawrence,  l.,  with  a  basket — sets  pie,  bottle,  &c., 

to  music. 

Friar.  And  now  to  mortify  myself — here  goes. 

But  stop,  before  I  administer  blows. 

For  my  soul’s  health.  I’ll  treat  me  to  a  lick 
Of  this  nice  pie — unto  my  ribs  ’twill  stick. 

For  my  transgression,  and  my  grievous  sin. 

I’ll  wear  it — yes.  I’ll  wear  it  next  my  skin. 

{rubs  his  stomach  and  takes  bottle) 
I’ll  take  this  inside  first,  to  wet  my  throttle,  {drinks) 

And  then  I’ll  rub  my  outside  with  the  bottle. 

Ha,  ha,  ha !  ha,  ha,  ho !  ho,  ho,  ho,  ho  ! 

I  don’t  mortify  myself^ — oh,  no — no —  {eats  jm) 

This  pastry  is  delicious,  and  this  old  port 
Is  the  good  old  fruity  thirty  shilling  sort. 

Drawn  from  the  wood — the  log-wood — I’ll  be  sworn, 

But  when  one’s  short — any  port  in  a  storm,  {laughs) 
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Song. — Air,  “  Nix  my  Dolly'' 

This  box,  with  my  stone  jug,  I  don’t  scorn, 

I  don’t  scorn, 

With  no  end  of  victuals,  night  and  morn, 

I  make  away. 

And  no  farmer  or  merchant.  I’ll  venture  to  say, 

Ever  cuts  capers  by  half  so  gay. 

For  I  takes  my  “bellyful”  every  day, 

I  takes  my  “  bellyful”  every  day 

Myself  for  my  sins  I  mortify, 

Mortify, 

With  a  piece  of  Watling’s  porcine  pie, 

Which  I  must  say. 

Is  calculated  to  make  one  gay. 

And  pleasantly  your  stomach  to  stay. 

If  you  take  a  “  bellyful”  every  day, 

If  you  take  a  “  bellyful”  every  day. 

I’ll  slip  my  darbies  some  fine  day. 

Some  fine  day, 

And  out  of  the  world  take  holiday  ; 

But  while  I  stay, 

I’ll  religiously  stick  to  the  mouching  lay, 

Keep  from  going  to  dust  by  wetting  my  clay. 

And  taking  my  “  bellyful”  every  day. 

In  its  nice  bed  of  crust  so  crisp  and  thin. 

Behold  the  pigeon — now  I’ll  tuck  it  in ;  (eats) 

Splendid,  first-rate — I’ll  take  a  little  more. 

Capital — {knock  at  door)  Who’s  dat  knocking  at  de  door? 
I’m  piously  employed,  (knocking)  just  wait  a  little, 

( puts  away  pie  and  wine,  and  substitutes  vegetables  and  water  jug) 
I’ll  serve  the  salad — that’s  the  sort  of  victual — 

{goes  to  door  and  undoes  holt) 
Enter,  son  or  daughter,  as  the  case  may  be. 

Enter  Romeo, 

Romeo.  Father,  good  morrow ! 

Friar.  My  son,  henedicite  ! 

You’re  welcome,  though  my  cell  is  poor  and  bare. 

Pray  can  I  offer  you  {offers  onion)  in  fact  a  chair  ? 

(Friar  goes  on  eating  turnip  with  great  appearance  of 
pious  self-denial) 

Romeo.  Thank  you !  calmly  he  submits  to  self-denial’s  rub, 
And  finds  in  vegetables  gi'uh  and  bulb 

(Fri AH  puts  off  table,  d-c.) 
Abstemious  man  I  e’er  bent  on  pious  toil. 

It’s  a-hard  a  friar  cannot  have  a  broil. 
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Friar.  And  now,  young  man,  if  there  is  ought  for  you 

In  my  little  way  that  I  can  do - 

Romeo.  Exactly  !  the  very  thing  I’ve  come  about — 

Only  it’s  a  job  you  must  be  mum  about. 

Friar.  A  job  hy  peace  work  1 

Romeo.  Pray  your  wonder  cease. 

I’ll  pay  you  for  the  job  ;  and  for  your  peace. 

Concede  nhie  honors. 

Friar.  Was  that  a  joke  you  meant  ? 

Romeo.  Nay,  more,  I  will  give  you  up  the  document. 

Friar.  In  that  case  I’ll  make  shift  to  ban  or  bless. 

Since  shift  is  made  where  shirts  are  made  for  less. 

What  would  you  bid  me  do  ?  is  it  a  deed — 

A  bill  without  a  name  ? 

Romeo.  This  is  my  need, 

Matrimony,— and  for  a  matter  o’  money, 

Pd  not  stand  still  were’t  all  my  patrimony ! 

Friar.  Faith,  then,  you  shan’t.  Of  course  I  need  not  say 
The  lady’s  Rosaline  ? 

Romeo.  There  you’re  wrong  ! 

Friar.  Hey,  day, 

Not  Rosaline  !  do  you,  then,  put  off  your  loves 
As  often  as  you  change  your  pairs  of  gloves  ? 

Oh,  holy  poker  !  what  a  change  is  here  I 
Why  t’other  day - r 

Romeo.  I  know,  I  held  her  dear. 

Now  hold  her  cheap, — and,  towards  another  warming, 

I’ve  sold  her  at  a  sacrifice  alarming  ! 

And  taken  up  with  J uliet  : — I  see  no  harm — 

She’s  njot  upon  me,  and  her  father’s  warm. 

Friar,  (siqniiicantly).  I  see,  metal  more  attractive,  1  know. 
Romeo.  Exactly. 

Friar,  {aside)  That  metal  is  the  rhino  ! 

Romeo.  I  hear  a  step  ! 

Friar.  To  hide  I  would  advise  you. 

Romeo.  If  it’s  my  prize - 

Friar.  Why,  then,  I  will  apprize  you ! 

{Exit  Romeo — a  knock) 


Friar.  Who  goes  there  ? 

Juliet.  Please  it’s  me. 

Friar.  And  who  is  me  ? 

Romeo,  {popping  out  his  head)  Who  can  it  be  ? 

Friar.  A  voice  says  “  me.” 

Romeo.  Then  it’s  she  ! 

Friar,  {loudly)  Your  looks  and  figure  I  wuold  first  be  booking. 
(p)eeps  through  the  keyhole)  You  may  come  in,  I  see  you  arc 
good  looking. 
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Enter  J ULIET,  in  cloak. 

Mysterious  miss,  what  is  it  you  would  discover  ? 

Juliet.  This,  miss  mysterious,  has  missed  her  lover. 
{imploringly)  Oh,  tell  me,  jovial  friar,  tell  me  true  ; 

Has  my  sweetheart  been  here  to-day,  with  you  ? 

Friar.  Behold,  no  longer  cherish  your  alarms, 

He,  quick  as  lightning  rushes  to  your  arms. 

(brings  Romeo  from  l.,  they  emJrrace) 
Romeo.  Sweetest—  dearest — {kisses  her)  there  —there. 

Friar.  I  say,  my  son. 

Don’t  be  greedy,  leave  us  half  a  one. 

Juliet.  I’ve  got  one  left,  and  that  shall  be  your  right, 

When  unto  this  beau,  here,  you  have  tied  me  tight. 

Friar.  All  right,  my  dear,  to  do  the  rite  be  mine. 

The  ring,  {to  leader  of  band)  Now  then,  Mr.  Wallestein  ! 
Friar  takes  their  hands —  Orchestra  begins  to  phxy^  “  Take 
thjou  this  ringf  from  Sonnambula,  which  changes  to 

Air^  Jemmy  Rogers'^ 

Friar.  Oh,  will  you  take  this  young  girl  to  be  thy  wedded  wife  ? 
Romeo.  I’ll  nourish  her,  and  cherish  her,  and  love  her  as  my  life. 
Friar.  Oh,  will  you  take  this  young  man  to  be  your  husband, 
dear? 

J  ULIET.  I’ll  honour  and  obey  him,  and  to  that  I  swear. 

Friar,  {spoken)  Very  well  1 

You  two  in  matrimony  I  now  do  join  in  one. 

And  I  hope  you’ll  go  on  till  the  end  of  your  lives,  as  well 
as  you’ve  begun. 

All  Three.  So  we’ll  join  our  hands  together,  put  on  the 
magic  ring, 

And  now  that  you  have  done  the  trick,  we  three  shall 
dance  and  sing. 

Dance — exeunt  Juliet  and  Romeo. 
Enter  Mercutio  hastily. 

Friar,  {aside)  Mercutio  !  What  brings  him  here  ? 

Mercu.  Pray  excuse  us. 

Without,  there  brews  a  heavy  storm  of  bruises — 

The  day  is  hot  —the  Capulets  are  out 

In  the  streets,  and  of  their  tempers  ;  all  about 

Their  outer  garments,  they,  like  Paddy,  trail. 

And  ask  their  foes  to  tread  upon  the  tail. 

Friar.  So,  you,  that  you  might  fight  another  day, 

Have  plucked  up  pluck  to  cut  and  run  away — 

Best  part  of  valour !  (Mercutio  draws  sword  threateningly) 

Murder ! 
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Mcrcu.  Stop  your  bawling  ! 

You  have  protection  in  your  cloth  of  calling,  {pats  up  sword) 
Who  doubts  Mercutio’s  courage,  him  mistakes : 

He  hates  a  hroil^  but  he  will  tight  for  stakes. 

As  for  these  Capulets — adopt  their  view, 

Fall  in  with  them,  and  they’ll  fall  out  with  you. 

Assume  a  fashion — say,  the  all-round  collar. 

All  round  you’ll  find  that  you  have  raised  their  choler ; 

If  in  the  latest  trousers  you  equip  you, 

Tliey’ll  take  you  for  a  top,  and  straightway  whip  you. 
They’ll  fight  with  one  who’s  under  their  own  size  ; 

They’ll  crack  your  nut  because  you’ve  hazel  eyes. 

Inquire  politely  of  them  how’s  their  mother. 

They’ll  take  it  as  offence  and  make  a  bother. 

Ir  matters  not  how  small  may  be  the  matter  ; 

They’ll  quarrel  if  you  ask  them  who’s  their  hatter. 

Yes,  quarrel  with  their  wives — 

(Friar  makes  gestures  of  doubt) 
I  don’t  deceive. 

Friar.  Quarrel  with  their  wives  ? — that  I  don’t  believe  ! 

It’s  not  in  nature — your  story  can’t  be  true  ; 

I  never  heard  of  such  a  thing — [to  audience) — Did  you  ? 
Mercutio  paces  stage — when  enter  Tybalt,  dravnng 
sword. 

Tybalt.  Mercutio — Montague — villain !  But  why 
Kepeat  terms  synonymous — mind  your  eye  ! 

Mercu.  Tybalt,  thou  rat-catcher,  whose  red-haii-ed  daughter, 
Doth  vend  most  doubtful  sprats  about  this  quarter ; 

Who  has  demeaned  herself,  and  given  her  hand  oh, 

To  him  who  calleth  lily-white  sand,  oh ! 

And  who,  because  she  popped  into  the  water, 

Stabbed  himself  first,  and  then  his  donkey  arter. 

With  a  pane  of  glass,  too - 

Tybalt.  I’ll  hear  no  more  : 

Th.&t  pane's  o,  painful  subject ;  so,  sir,  drawr  ! 

{they  fight) 

Friar.  Oh,  here’s  a  rumpus  in  this  scene  of  peace. 

Holloa  here  !  help — help  !  murder !  thieves  ! — police ! 
Friar  runs  ofi',  l.  Tybalt  wounds  Mercutio.  Friar 
and  Komeo  enter.  Friar  supports  Mercutio  ;  and 
Romeo  runs  Tybalt  through  as  he  is  escaping  from 
the  door. 

Romeo,  {supporting  Mercutio)  Mercutio,  my  friend — my 
noble  friend,  alas ! 

Completely  cooked’s  bird  of  Michaelmas. 

But,  for  our  house  and  thee,  I’ve  vengeance  taken  : 

Tybalt  is  dead  as  thee,  or  I’m  mistaken. 
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Mercu.  {dying)  Oh,  plague  o’  both  your  Houses — \.\\q  Loiver 
And  the  IJpjjer  !  I — I  never  more 
Will  join  in  your  debates  and  your  divisions, 

Which  never  seem  to  help  you  to  decisions. 

I  now  must  yield  to  Tybalt’s  resolution  ; 

There’s  nothing  for  it  but  a  dissolution. 

Friar.  Cheer  up — cheer  up  !  and  to  the  country  go. 

Romeo.  ’Twill  give  you  strength — ’tis  not  a  mortal  blow. 
Mercu.  ’Tis  not  so  deep  as  bill  discounters  are  ; 

Nor  yet  so  wide — no,  not  so  wide  by  far, 

As  church  doctrine  is ;  but  it  is  quantum  suff, 

By  which  I  mean  to  say,  it  is  enough. 

Call  on  me  to-morrow  for  the  taxes, 

And  this  reply  they’ll  make  to  him  who  axes  : 

He  ain’t  at  home.  Don’t  shilly  shally  here. 

He’s  ta’en  a  drive,  but  in  his  Shillibeer  {they  begin  to  lead 
him  off) 

Stop,  as  he’s  cooked  my  goose,  oh,  let  me,  if  I  can. 

Die — die — singing  like  the  fabled  swan. 

Air — “  Carry  me  back  to  old  Virginny^'' 

I’ve  lived,  I’m  very  much  afraid. 

An  indifferent  sort  of  life, 

A  raking  and  a  roistering 

In  a  constant  broil  and  strife  ; 

But  now  I’m  growing  faint  and  cold. 

And  it’s  all  up  with  me, 

So  carry  me  out  and  bury  me  decent 
Under  the  old  yew  tree. 

{takes  bones  out  of  his  pocket  and  accompanies  himself) 

So  carry  me  out  and  bury  me  deep. 

Oh,  carry  me  through  the  door. 

The  Montagues  and  Capulets 
Will  never  trouble  me  more. 

During  the  chorus,  Romeo  and  Friar  hold  Mercutio 
up,  so  that  his  legs  dangle  and  swing  about  in  an 
involuntary  manner  to  the  music. — Exeunt. 

Scene  Fourth. — Juliet's  Boudoir. 

Juliet.  Co  her  doll)  Companion  of  my  youth  —  my  doll, 
good-bye ; 

Your  like  I’ll  never  see.  You  do  not  cry — 

No  victuals  do  require — and  do  not  bawl 
When  thus  upon  the  floor  I  let  you  fall. 

{drops  doll  and  takes  hoop) 
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And  you,  ray  hoop,  too,  I  must  bid  adieu ; 
iS^o  longer  can  I  dare  to  trundle  you — 

No  longer  to  the  eye  let  you  be  seen. 

My  hoops  are  now  the  hoops  of  crinoline. 

{puts  hoop  down  ami  takes  shipping  rope) 
My  skipping  rope  that  made  the  hours  skip  by, 

I’ve  other  ’opes  to  skip  with,  and  I  sigh. 

Husbands  don’t  like  to  see  their  wives  a-skipping, 

Fearful  lest  some  day  they  might  find  them  tripping. 

{throws  away  rope  and  takes  out  sweetmeats) 
xe  sugared  shapes  in  every  form  of  neatness, 

I  bid  a  long  farewell  to  all  your  sweetness. 

Enter  Nurse^  hurriedly. 

Nurse.  Sad  news — sad  news.  • 

Juliet.  What  ? 

Nurse.  Let  me  get  my  breath. 

Juliet.  Speak,  speak — thy  news,  is’t  of  life  or  death  ? 

Nurse.  It’s— it’s — o  nthe  spasms. 

Juliet.  Where? 

Nurse.  Here,  within. 

Oh,  give  me - 

Juliet.  What? 

Nurse.  A — a — little  drop  of  gin. 

(Juliet  Nurse  drinks;  and  when  Juliet 

offers  to  take  it  away  she  puts  it  in  her  po^cet) 

Thank  you.  ITl  keep  it  here,  quite  unexposed, 

To  put  my  lips  to  when  Tm  so  disposed. 

Juliet.  And  now  thy  news. 

Nurse.  Oh,  oh  !  another  twitch  ! 

Juliet..  Where? 

Nurse.  Here— no  there— oh,  a  regular  stitch  !  {drinks) 

Juliet.  You’ll  be  sewn  up  if  you  have  more  such  stitches. 

Come,  come,  your  news.  Tell  me  what  is — which  is _ 

Which— who’s  who — who’s  fought — who’s  won — who’s 
Head  is  broke  ? 

Who’s  not — who  in  whose  wheel  has  put  a  spoke  ? 
bpeak !  _  ^  {shakes  her) 


Nurse. 


The  fact  is,  Tybalt — Mercutio  —no 


Paris — no,  I  don’t  mean  Paris — Ilomeo 
Was  seen  fighting  with — ah  !  ah  ! — Paris, 

At  least,  so  1  w'as  told  by  Mrs.  Harris 

Says  she  to  me. — “  Oh,  gracious  mum  !”  says  she, 

“  There’s  Mr.  Romeo  fighting !”  “  La  1”  says  I  ; 

“  You  don’t  mean  it  ?  Who’s  he  fighting  with  ?”  “ 

c 


Why,” 
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Says  she,  “  They’re  quite  promiscuous,  each  party 
Pitching  into  the  other  one  quite  hearty. 

Which  it  is  a  pity,  ’cos  of  Paris.” 

Them  were  the  very  words  of  Mrs.  Harris. 

Juliet.  Oh,  bother  Mrs.  Harris’  tongue,  most  pliable 
Have  you  no  news  of  this  that  is  reliable  ? 

Nurse.  Yes,  here  are  the  full  particulars  of  the  strife 
Recorded  in  the  pages  of  Bell's  Lif  e. 

Juliet.  Oh !  let  me  read  it  ? 

Nurse.  There  you  will  do  wrong. 

Let  me  break  it  gently  to  you  in  a  song. 

Air,  “  King  of  the  Cannibal  Islands. 

This  is  how  the  row  begun — 

Tybalt  he  did  poke  his  fun ; 

Mercutio,  that  son  of  a  gun. 

He  wouldn’t  stand  liis  nonsense. 

No  sooner  did  they  come  to  blows. 

Than  Tybalt  hit  him  on  the  nose. 

And  gave  him  such  an  awful  dose. 

Immediately  the  claret  flows. 

Then  doubling  up  his  bunch  of  fives, 

Mercutio  with  science  strives 
To  fib  his  foe—  at  length  deprives 
Tybalt  of  a  peeper. 

..  Chorus. 

Hitting  right  and  left  they  go. 

Peepers  closed  at  every  blow, 

The  claret  it  does  freely  flow, 

Because  of  Tybalt’s  nonsense  ! 

[siK)hen)  First  round. 

(Juliet  supports  her,  wipes  her  face  tcith  a  sponge,  and 
puts  flash  to  her  lips) 

Nurse.  Time! 

At  it  again  bold  Tybalt  goes, 

Mercutio’s  box  of  dominoes. 

Come  rattling  down  upon  his  toes. 

And  some  go  down  his  throat. 

Another  blow  does  Tybalt  send 
Mercutio  cannot  defend — 

His  other  peeper’s  at  an  end. 

And  now  he  cries  out  bellows  to  mend. 

And  flop  he  comes  down  on  the  ground. 

Like  Homer’s  heroes  with  a  sound. 

That  makes  an  echo  all  around. 

Mercutio  bites  the  dust,  miss. 

Chorus. — Hitting  right  and  left  they  go,  &c. 
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Now  up  comes  Mr.  Romeo, 

He  cries  out  here’s  a  precious  go ; 

“  Tybalt,”  says  he,  “  you  are  my  foe 
For  killing  of  Mercutio.” 

On  Tybalt’s  mug,  he  was  not  slow 
To  plant  a  most  tremendous  blow ; 

And  Mr.  Tybalt  cries  out,  “  Oh, 

I’ve  had  enough,  I  think  I’ll  go.” 

But  Romeo  another  crack, 

Hits  him  such  an  awful  whack. 

That  down  he  goes  upon  his  back. 

Tybalt’s  gone  to  grass,  miss. 

Chorus. — Hitting  right  and  left  they  go. 

Peepers  closed  at  every  blow ; 

Up  in  the  air  the-  sponge  doth  go. 

Romeo  won  .the  belt,  miss. 

Juliet.  Mercutio  dead,  by  Tybalt  slain,  and,  oh ! 

Tybalt  in  his  turn  by  Romeo, 

My  cousin  by  my  husband.  Who  gave  offence? 

Nurse.  Tybalt. 

Juliet.  Then  was  it  done  in  self  defence  ?  ^ 

(Romeo  heard  whistling  outside) 
Juliet.  Hush!  that’s  Romeo’s  call. 

Nurse.  Yes ;  he  bid  me  say, 

He’d  visit  you  before  he  went  away. 

(v^histle  again — Juliet  goes  to  window.,  and  imitates  it  in 
i  return) 

i  J IILIET.  Oh,  for  Alladin’s  lamp  to  bring  that  lad  in ! 

!  (Nurse  lifting  up  her  dress,  and  discorering  rope  ladder 

\  hanging  on  the  barred  hoops  of  her  crwwline) 

I  Nurse.  I’ve  brought  a  ladder  in  the  shape  of  padding. 

{they  put  ladder  out  of  window) 
A  grand  device  in  which  a  lover  glories, 
ril  tell  some  tale  while  he  gets  up  those  storeys 

Exit  Nurse,  l. 

Enter  Romeo  through  window. 

Juliet.  Romeo! 

Romeo.  Juliet,  hast  heard  the  news? 

Juliet.  Of  course 

It’s  very  bad  news. 

Romeo.  The  noose  might  have  been  worse ; 

I’m  bound - 

Juliet.  To  Norfolk  Island  or  Cayenne. 

Romeo.  Oh  no,  dear,  to  the  district  christened,  N. 

The  region  is  called  Islington, 
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'Juliet.  I’m  advised, 

The  natives  there  are  not  civilized. 

JIOMEO.  So  I  have  heard,  but  very  few  there  are 
Who’ve  penetrated  to  the  north  so  far. 

Juliet.  A  dismal  place,  but  I  have  read  somewhere. 

That  tliough  so  dark  there  is  an  Angel  there. 

To  that  angel’s  cave  let  me  commend  thee. 

And  may  its  fine  pure  spirit  e’er  attend  thee. 

Komeo.  That  spirit  I’ll  invoke  in  numerous  goes. 

And  under  its  influence  forget  my  woes  ! 

Juliet.  And  me, — too  much  I  fear - 

Kumeo.  ^  Juliet,  never ! 

If  cold  I  ever  be,  my  timbers  shiver. 

Ye  naval  gods,  who  do  that  sort  of  thing. 

Such  conduct  on  my  head  remorse  would  bring ! 

I’ll  ne’er  consort  with  drunkards  or  with  gluttons. 

If  e’er  I  do,  my  love,  why  dash  my  buttons  1 
Juliet.  Your  buttons,  true  !  who  now  on  these  will  sew? 
Who’ll  darn  your  socks  ? 

Romeo.  I’m  darned  if  I  know. 

Juliet.  But  you’ll  return  ? 

Romeo.  I’ve  reason  to  believe 

I’ll  soon  obtain  a  ticket,  dear,  of  leave. 

But  if  not  soon,  don’t  lay  it  to  aversion — 

Don’t  make  it  out  a  case  of  base  desertion  ! 

Don’t  join  in  those  new  matrimonial  battles. 

And  seek  protection  to  your  goods  and  chattels  ! 
Juliet.  I’d  scorn  the  action  ! 


Romeo. 

You’re  a  brick  of  bricks — 

I’ll  stick 

to  you  } 

Juliet. 

And  you’ll  have  all  my  sticks. 
Duet. 

Juliet. 

Adieu !  adieu ! 

I’m  in  a  stew 

In  case  that  you 

I’ll  never  see. 

Romeo. 

Oh,  never  fear, 

My  pretty  dear, 

Your  spirits  cheer. 

I’ll  come  to  thee. 

Exit  Romeo  through  window. 
Enter  NuRSE,  hurnedly. 

Nurse.  Oh,  please,  Miss  Juliet,  your  papa  !  so  pray  beware— 
At  great  expense  of  breath  he’s  getting  up  the  stair. 

Sich  a  Getting  up  Stairn^') 
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Enter  Capulet,  Lady  C.,  and  Paeis. 

Capulet.  Juliet,  my  love — my  daughter — oh,  my  daughter  ! 

l^ADY  C.  Our  sole  offspring !  '  ,  ^ 

Juliet.  I  wonder  what  they  re  artei  . 


Quartette. — Air^  “  Villilcens  and  his  Dinah''' 

Capulet.  As  Juliet  is  a  valaking  her  chamber  to  day. 

Her  papa  {that's  me)  comes  to  her,  and  thus  he 
does  say. 

Go  dress  yourself,  Juliet,  in  gorgeous  array 
For  I’ve  found  you  a  husiband  both  galliant  and  gay. 

Juliet.  Oh,  papa  and  mamma,  this  is  very  unkind, 

To  marry  just  yet  I  don’t  feel  inclined. 

And  all  my  large  fortune  I’d  gladly  give  o’er. 

If  you’ll  let  me  live  single  a  year  or  two  more. 

{Chorus) 

Capulet.  Refuse  your  father  ! 

Lady  C.  7^^^^  mother  ! 

Ungrateful  minx,  I  see  you  love  another. 

Paris.  Let  me  myself  prefer  my  suit,  and  it 

May  prosper.  .  .  i 

feifj  your  jTJiris  siizt  clou  tjit, 

Capulet.  Go — go,  bold  daughter,  on  the  world.  Avide, 

Since  you  refuse  to  be  this  young  man’s  bride ; 

I’ll  leave  my  fortune  to  the  next  of  kin,  ^ 

And  you’ll  not  have — no,  not  a  single  pin. 

Juliet.  Oh,  stay  my  father,  Paris,  and  my  mother  I 
And  though  I  must  confess  I  love  another, 

My  heart  may  undergo,  with  absolution, 

Towards  Paris  a  complete  revolution. 

Cap  We’ll  give  you  half  an  hour  to  make  your  mind  up. 

Exeunt  Paris,  Capulet,  Lady  Capulet,  and  Nurse, 
the  latter  weeping. 

Juliet.  Oh,  for  a  hand  this  wounded  heart  to  bind  up. 

Enter  Friar. 

Oh,  ghostly  friar,  and  most  reverend  chap, 

Here’s  such  a  go — a  terrible  mishap,  {cries  on  his  bosom) 

Friar.  My  child,  don’t  weep.  Oh,  lor,  I’m  precious  dry. 

I  wish,  like  you,  that  I  could  wet  my  eye— 

That  is,  clear  my  whistle. 

Juliet,  (going  to  cupboard)  ^  _  Stop,  be  Avary, 

There’s  nothing  for  clear  whistle  like  canary. 

{gives  Friar  bottle — he  drinks) 
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Friar.  I  like  Canary — and  it  occurs  to  me 
Canary  makes  a  chirping  cup — d’ye  see  ? 

Now,  tell  me  all  your  trouble. 

Juliet.  Well,  my  father  . 

Bids  me  marry  Paris.  I  would  rather 
Be  a  toad,  and  live  in  green  ponds  to  soak 
Than  marry  Paris— ZzVe— I’d  rather  croak. 

Ikiar.  Hold,  daughter,  hold,  a  kind  of  hope  I  spy, 

Of  desperate  execution,  by^the-bye. 

If  rather  than  to  Paris  you’d  be  wife. 

Thou  hast  the  strength  of  mind  to  risk  thy  life  ; 

Then  is  it  like  that  thou  wilt  have  the  pluck 
To  dare  the  worst  to  save  thee  such  ill  luck  ? 

Juliet,  Rather  than  marry  Paris,  I  would  drink 
South  Afric  sherry— and  I  really  think 
I  would  invest  of  all  my  wealth  the  half 
In  shares  of  the  Atlantic  Telegraph. 

I’d  leave  off  crinoline — neglect  my  supper — 

I’d  even  read  a  work  by  Mr.  Tupper. 

Friar.  Will  you  do  that  ? 

Juliet.  j  will, 

1,.  ,  ,  ,  ,  Then  take  this  book- 

it  IS  his  latest  work.  When  on  page  you  look. 

A  cold,  drowsy  humour  soon  will  creep 
Over  your  sense— as  more  you  read,  a  sleep 
V\  ill  overtake  you,  and  your  pulse  will  cease 
bo  sudden  that  you  can’t  cry — “  Help  ’  Polmp  » 
“Murder  !”  or  »  Thieves.”  ^And  as  you  lie  in  bed, 
As  hammer  or  as  herring  you’ll  seem  dead. 

Juliet.  But  will  this  state  of  coma  mark  a  pause 
Of  any  length  ?  Perchance  by  grammar’s  laws 
1  he  coma  may  be  follow’d  by  a  ston 
To  life  itself. 

FriaR:  ^  Oh,  pray  that  notion  drop. 

Dismiss  the  fears  that  haunt  you,  and  just  take 
The  dose.  Ihis  is  Wednesday.  You  shall  wake 
Tm  days  time.  ^  In  common  phrase  to  speak 
,  I  will  knock  you  into  the  middle  of  next  week. 
Juliet.  What  is  thy  drift  ? 

1  il  send  a  letter  to  thy  Romeo. 

state  upon  your  bier, 

U  e  11  watch  your  waking. 

"  ^  I  ^eel  queer 

When  from  my  state  of  beer  I  do  awake  ? 

Perhaps  your  head  will  ache 
A  little— but  then  your  heart— oh,  how  ’twill  beat 
with  joy  to  see  your  Romeo  at  vour  feet. 
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He’ll  bear  you  to  a  home,  where  Juliet’s  spells 
Ever  hold  sway— I  mean,  at  Sadler’s  Wells. 

ULIET.  {tahing  hook)  Farewell.  Pray,  tell  my  father  I  repent, 
And  that  to  marry  Paris  I  consent. 

Friar — “  Villikins,''''  played  piano. 
Come  then,  soporific  tome — and  yet  I  fear  my  doom ; 

VV  hat,  if  this  tome  should  send  me  to  my  tomb  f 
{reads  yawns — rubs  her  eyes — staggers,  as  if  under  the 
influence  of  poison,  and  eventually  sinks  upon  couch, 
dropping  the  book) 

Enter  Nurse,  calling  Juliet  and  not  seeing  her. 

Nurse.  Miss  Juliet !  Where  is  she  ?  Why  she’s  asleep, 
r  ast  as  a  church — high  church  I  mean  ;  she’s  deep 
of  Romeo.  J uliet  I  mistress,  rise  I 
What !  not  a  word  ?  Juliet  I  oh— ope  thine  eyes. 

Has  she  partaken  of  too  potent  tea  ?  {shakes  her) 

Eaten  too  many  jumbles,  or  made  free 
With  unripe  apples  ?  or  perhaps  she  might 
Througli  too  close  lacing,  feel  a  little  tight. 

Juliet  !  mistress!  my  chickabiddy  dear — 

And  did  your  papa  vex  you,  did  he,  dear  ? 

It  shall  not  marry  Paris,  then  it  shan’t. 

For  Romeo’s  the  hubby  it  does  want. 

And  it  shall  have  him,  it  shall,  {touches  hei^)  Oh,  my  precious! 
Coid  as  an  icicle — oh,  goodness,  gracious  ! 
k^he  s  fainted,  swooned  away — her  pretty  cheek 
Is  blanched.  Juliet,  mistress,  speak! 

{sinks  besides  her  and  takes  her  hand,  Umchinq  her  iinners 
and  then  herr  feet) 

Her  ickle  finnies  told,  her  preety  tootsies  too.  ’ 

Sweetest  mistress,  Juliet,  oh— what  shall  I  do  .* 

The  slumbering  volcano  of  her  life  to  stir. 

Ha  !  try  the  eratur.  {puts  flask  to  Juliet’s  mouth)  ’Tis 
impotent  for  her ; 

over  {weeps)  with  her,  she’s  taken  summat  — 

Will  take  the  doctors  all  their  time  to  come  at. 

There’s  nothing  left  for  this  old  nuss  to  do  ; 

But  but — but — to  take — to  take  summut  too. 

{drinks,  and  fall  at  Juliet’s /e^) 

Enter  Capulet,  Lady  Capulet,  and  Paris,  dancing  in  a 
grotesque  procession  and  singing. 

Air,  “  Miss  Lucy  she  is  handsome.'" 

Oh  !  Miss  J  uliet,  she  is  handsome. 

And  Miss  Juliet,  she  is  free  ; 


Paris. 

Capulet. 
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Lady  C. 

Paris. 

Capulet. 

Lady  C. 

Capulet. 

All. 

Capulet. 
Lady  C. 
Paris. 


And  for  a  pretty  little  girl, 

There’s  none  to  equal  she. 

And  she’s  going  to  marry  Pans, 

And  we  have  fixed  the  day, 

So  we  shall  have  a  wedding 
And  a  dejeuner.  ^ 

{suddenly  seeing  Juliet  on  couch) 


Juliet !  my  child  ! 

My  daughter ! 


{attempts  to  rouse  her) 
Oh,  my  bride  ! 


Capulet.  She’s  ill ! 

Lady  C.  She’s  fainted !  ,  .  ,  ,  •  i 

What’s  this  by  her  side 

Capulet.  Is  it  a  phial,  and  is  that  phial  red  ? 

Paris.  A  work  by  Mr.  Tupper.  ,  ,  ^  i , 

Then  she  s  dead  ! 


Music  —  “  Villikins  and  Diruih,''  nwurnfully.  —  Capulet, 
Lady  Capulet,  Paris  and  Nurse. 

Alas  for  poor  Juliet,  she’s  cold  on  her  bier. 

And  never  no  more,  with  her  fond  voice  shall  cheer  . 

Capulet.  Her  father - 

Lady  C  Her  mother - 

t^urse.  '  And  her  old  nurse  so  true - 

All.  So  farewell,  sweet  Juliet,  farewell,  boo— oo— oo! 

{Cmjing  Chorus. — Scene  closes.) 


Scene  Fifth. — Interior  of  the  Apothecary  s  Shop,  painted  aftu 

Shakespeare's  description. 


Enter  Apothecary. 

Apoth.  I’ll  turn  homcEopathist — I  will ! 

It  brings  more  grist  into  the  chemist  s  mill  5 
Saves  him  material — these  globules  take 
A  very  small  amount  of  bread  to  make 
A  million— whereas  this  bigger  kind  of  pill 
Tends  very  much  to  swell  rny  baker’s  bill. 

The  globules  too  are  safe — if  a  child  should  take 
And  swallow  a  whole  box-full  by  mistake. 

For  bon-bons,  or  what  not,  why,  why  of  course. 
The  little  urchin  will  be  none  the  worse. 


Enter  Boy  in  apron,  mOjdeup  as  a  very  stout  “  Buttons.' 

Boy.  Please  which  is  the  arsenic,  and  which  the  daff  ? 

Apoth.  Whv  taste  ’em  both,  and  see,  you  stupid  calf. 

They’re  both  white  and  stand  by  one  another  ; 

There  find  out  for  yourself  and  don’t  bother.  Exit  Boy. 
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What  makes  that  boy  so  fat,  I  cannot  think, 

/  do  not  give  him  much  to  eat  or  drink. 

Yet  every  day,  more  out  and  out  he  fills — 

I  shouldn’t  wonder  if  he  eats  my  pills. 

Oh,  if  my  patients  would  but  take  my  stuif 
In  larger  quantities — they  don’t  take  enough — 
fiat’s  how  it  is  their  health  they  don’t  enjoy. 

See  how  the  antibilious  fiUtens  that  ere  boy.  Exit. 

Re-enter  Romeo,  a  letter  in  his  hand. 

Alas  !  alas  !  this  lad  doth  cry  in  vain, 

The  lass  he  loses  will  never  come  again. 

Juliet’s  no  more.  Shall  Romeo  survive 
And  keep  this  fire  of  burning  grief  alive. 

Within  las  buzzurn.  No,  riot  if  1  know  it. 

Some  work  for  desperate  hands — Oh,  mischief  show  it. 

Song — Afr,  “  Nothing  More.'"' 

1  remember,  I  remember  an  apothecary, 

His  looks  were  like  December,  so  lean  and  cold  was  he, 

A  tortoise,  skins,  fishes,  earthen  pots  made  all  his  store. 

With  pack-thread,  cakes  of  roses,  empty  boxes — nothing  more. 

I  remember,  I  remember  his  alligator  stuffed. 

That  for  talking  like  a  Christian  about  the  town  was  puffed. 

It  had  goggle  eyes  tremendous,  and  most  alarming  maw, 

But  all  it  could  articulate,  was  this  one  word — “  papa.” 

Noting  ail  this,  I  said  it  was  ray  belief. 

And  if  a  man  did  seek  to  come  to  grief, 

No  safer,  swifter  means  could  he  select 
Than  from  this  catiffs’  hand  a  draft  to  accept. 

Ah  !  there’s  the  very  tortoise,  the  stufied  fishes. 

Whose  talking’s  all  a  cram— the  pots — the  dishes — 

The  musty  seeds — the  alligator — stop  ! 

This  must  be  the  house — yes,  this  is  the  shop. 

What  ho  ! 

Enter  Apothecary. 


Apotii.  Here  I  am,  your  honour— don’t  go — stop  ! 

Prescriptions  accurately  prepared ! 

Romeo,  {turning  and  seizing  Mm)  Ha  ! 

You’ve  come.  Against  myself  I  would  make  war  ! 
Myself!  {slapping  his  hreast) 

Apotii.  Oh,  'well !  What  can  I  do  for  you  ? 

Romeo.  Do  for  me— just  what  I  want  you  for  to  do? 
Do  for  me — settle  my  hash — douse  my  glim  I 
A  cup  of  poison  filled  up  to  the  brim. 
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Apoth.  Don’t  you  know,  sir,  that  in  Mantua 
To  sell  cold  poison  is  against  the  law  ? 

It’s  hanging  business! 

Romeo.  Tut,  tut,  in  one  scale 

Weigh  that,  {givesjpurse)  Your  scruples  scarce  will  counter¬ 
vail 
In  t’other. 

Apoth.  They’ve  kicked  the  beam,  and  you  shall  kick 
The  bucket.  Look  here — this  will  do  the  trick. 

{lyrodiLcing  flask) 

This  bottle  doth  contain  a  subtle  juice. 

Expressed  from  grape-like  berries,  the  produce 
Of  Southern  Africa.  A  fiction  doth  define 
The  liquid  of  the  pleasing  name  of  wine — 

But  it  is  mortal  poison. 

Romeo.  This  deadly  juice 

Shall  play  the  deuce  with  me — and  cook  my  goose  1 

Duett — Air,  “  The  Apothecary." 

Apoth.  {giving  bottle)  Shake  that — take  that — 

That  will  cure  your  pain ; 

You  needn’t  to  repeat  the  draught. 

You’ll  never  ache  again. 

Romeo,  {giving  purse)  Take  that — take  that ! 

Tin,  when  I  am  dead. 

Is  not  the  slightest  use  to  me ; 

Then  all  I  want  is  lead. 

Apoth.  I’m  very  much  obliged  to  you. 

Just  take  that — ha  I  ha ! 

You’ll  find  it  is,  and  no  mistake, 

A  mortal  pillula. 

{chorus)  Dum  de  dum  de. 

Shake  that — take  that  1 
I  feel  it  isn’t  right ; 

’Tis  not  my  will  that  gives  consent. 

It  is  my  appetite. 

Romeo.  Take  that — take  that ! 

Never  mind  ^^our  will : 

Your  appetite  it  is  I  pay. 

So  go  and  have  your  fill. 

Dum  de  dum. 

Grotesque  hornpipe — exeun t . 
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Scene  Sixth. — The  Tomb  of  the  Gapulets. 

Enter  Ballet  of  Flower  Girls,  who  during  the  dance  hang 
garlands  on  Juliefs  tomb  at  bade,  and  exeunt.  Enter  Friar. 

Friar.  Flow  oft  to-night  against  headstones  my  feet 
Flave  stumbled.  If  Mary  Wedlake  think  it  meet 
To  ask  me  if  I’ve  bruised  my  oats,  I  do  return 
This  answer — at  any  rate  I’ve  bruised  my  corn,  {limps) 

By  reason  of  this  bunion  on  my  toe. 

This  julgrimis  progress  has  been  very  slow. 

Now  for  Juliet — the  middle  of  next  week 

lias  come — in  three  hours  hence  she’ll  rise,  and  shriek 

For  help.  Alas,  my  note  to  Romeo, 

Being  without  a  stamp,  the  G.  P.  O. 

Sent  back  to  the  writer  :  a  rule  devised 
In  thoughtless  haste — an  order  Hill  advised. 

{looking  into  tomb)  ’Tis  near  her  waking ;  that  none  may 
go  a  blabbing. 

To  take  her  to  my  crib.  I’ll  call  a  cab  in.  Exits. 

Enter  Paris,  with  lantern — {lights  half  down). 

Paris,  {starting  in  fear)  What’s  that ! — a  ghost !  Courage, 
Paris.  Who  goes — 

Tut !  what  hoots  the  pluck  that  sinks  into  your  highlows. 
A  gleam  of  moonlight  on  a  yew  tree  bough. 

{looking  into  tomb)  ’Tis  but  a  tree — a  bough — a  bough, 
I  vow. 

Sweet  Juliet,  oh,  oh,  oh,  oh  !  much  I  owe  you ; 

Still  more,  to  you  my  tears  shall  be  due, 

And  now  I’ll  pay  them,  {weeps  audibly)  The  thorns 
prick  my  thumbs  ; 

That  I  believe’s  a  sign  that  some  one  comes,  {retires) 
Enter  Romeo,  l.,  loith  lantern,  a  hatchet  in  his  belt. 

Romeo,  There  is  the  sombre  casket  that  contains 
My  precious  duck’s-a-diamonds  remains, 

Effulgent  beauty  back  to  charcoal  turning  ; 

Still,  still  to  keep  the  fire  here  hotly  burning. 

I’ll  put  that  fire  out — but  first  one  peep, 

Juliet,  my  bride,  my  wife — that  is  a-sleep ; 

That  knows  no  snoring — myself  then  will  I  lay. 

How  shall  I  get  in— stop— I’ll  ax  my  way. 

(knocks  at  tomb  with  hatchet) 

Enter  Paris,  hastily. 

Paris.  Stay,  cease  your  axing,  I  will  answer  you.  , 

Thou  haughty,  banished,  outlawed  Montague, 
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She  died  because  you  killed  her  sweetheart — by  the  act, 
You  are  an  accessory  before  the  fact. 

I  apprehend  you — 

Romeo.  ’Tis  more  than  I  do  you. 

Paris.  I’ll  take  you  up — 

Romeo.  I’ll  not  take  up  with  you. 

Paris.  Then  I’ll  take  you  down— draw  your  sword — 

Romeo.  I  beg 

To  say,  my  buck,  I’ll  take  you  down  a  peg. 

{they  Jiyht  ami  Paris  is  wounded) 
Paris,  {staggering)  Under  my  arm  you’ve  run  your  sword— 
I’m  sped. 

You  haven’t  hurt  me — but  of  course  I’m  dead. 

{lies  down  on  artificial  hank,  R.) 
Romeo.  Of  course  you  are— I’m  glad  they  did  dispose 
A  bank  there — that  you  shoudn’t  spoil  your  clothes. 

Let’s  Bee  who  you  are — your  mug  1  would  spy  out, 

{holds  lantern  to  his  face) 

He  cajanot  pour  forth  speech — his  inufis  without  a  sgyout. 
(looks  again)  Why — why,  ’tis  Paris— he  loved  Juliet  too. 
Oh  I  woman,  woman — your  kindness  oft  is  cruel. 

When  we’re  not  sick  to  give  us  thus  our  gruel ; 

Come  I’ll  take  mine — I  charge  you  shut  your  eyes. 

Ye  stars  and  look  not  on — ’tis  Romeo  cries — 

Ye  everlasting  dips,  if  that  you  are 
But  glimmering  night  lights,  twinkling  thus  afar, 
Letmeblowyouout — (&Ws)—Youwon’t—thenkeep  alight, 
And  see  me  take — where  is  it  ? — oh,  all  right.  ' 

{takes  out  bottle) 

This  deadly  potion — {drinJcsJ—h.^,  ha,  ha  !  enough — 
Apothecery,  this  is  deadly  stuff. 

And  no  mistake — this  produce  of  the  Cape 
Doth  double  me  up — what  is  this  tiery  shape 
That  it  doth  conjure  up? — Brandy— yes,  and  sloe, 

And  yet  tis  speedy  poison — so  I  go — 

Fra  Pocd'^  {Lucia) — dying  scene  of  Edgardo  —  lies 
down  on  hank,  l.,  and  drops  bottle,  so  that  Paris  can 
reach  it. 

Paris  wakes,  eijes  bottle,  and  then  takes  it  up. 

Paris.  "Wliat’s  this?  a  bottle  ! — sherry?  no,  it’s  redder — 

{drinks,  and  makes  a  face) 

If  I  was  dead  before,  I’m  now  much  deader  !  {lies  down) 
Friar,  {hastily  rushing  in)  I’ve  got  the  cab.  Hallo  !  what 
have  we  here  ? 

Dead  men  ! — I  rather  want  a  Shillibeer — 

{looking  first  at  one  and  then  the  other) 
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What  Romeo  and  Paris,  knocked  upon  the  head 
Like  the  right  nails — as  nails,  too,  both  are  dead, 

Plelp !  help !  &c.  ’  Exit. 

Paris,  {to  Romeo)  I  say,  old  chap  ! 

Romeo.  Well  ? 

Paris.  I  (Jq  not  want  to  worry  thee, 

^  But  as  you’ve  killed  me,  hadn’t  you  better  bury  me  ? 
Romeo,  {gets  up)  I  never  thought  of  that, — I  don’t  see  why 
I  shouldn’t,  {lifts  Paris  up~puts  him  into  tomh)  There,  go 
in — good  bye  ! 

Paris,  {from  tomb)  Good  bye ! 

(Romeo  returns.,  and  lies  down  on  bank) 
Romeo,  Oh,  bye  the  way,  as  one  good  turn 

Deserves  another — suppose  you  do  return 
And  bury  me. 

l;'’ARis.  {coming  out)  All  right !  {liftmg  up  Romeo)  Up  !  {puts 
Mm  in  the  tomh)  that’s  the  ticket — 

Now  you  are  all  snug. 

Romeo.  Yes,  shut  the  wicket ! 

(Paris  lies  down  as  before) 

Paris.  But  I  say - 

Romeo.  Yes. 

Paris.  I  still  lind  I’m  out. 

Romeo,  Does  your  mother  know  it  ? 

Paris.  Well,  that  I  doubt. 

But,  won’t  you  help  me  ? 

Romeo.  I’m  sleepy — help  thyself. 

Paris.  Well  I  will  enter, — and  inter  myself. 

{gets  up,  and  goes  to  tomb) 

Enter  hurriedly  Friar,  Nurse,  Apothecary,  Capulet, 
Lady  C.,  singing  chorus,  Lament'"  in  the  opera  of  “  Romeo 
and  Juliet." 

Here’s  a  go. 

Grief  and  woe 
We  are  feeling, — 

And  it’s  oh, 

Romeo  ! 

Paris,  Juliet,  and  the  rest. 

What  a  blow, 

Grief  and  woe 
We  are  feeling, — 

And  it’s  oh, 

Romeo  !  come  to  grief. 

Music  cha)iges  to  “  Sally,  come  up''  Queen  Mab  ris€s 
in  front  of  tomb. 


ROMEO  AND  JULIET  TRAVESTIE.  [sC.  IV. 


Mab.  I’ve  just  come  up  from  down  below, 

My  name’s  Queen  Mab,  I’d  have  you  know, 

To  set  things  right  before  I  go. 

And  all  the  dead  folks  rally — 

So  cease  your  fears,  and  stop  your  tears. 

And  don’t  give  way  to  grief,  my  dears. 

The  dead  folks  all  I’ll  rally. 

{touches  tomb  with  her  wand — the  front  disappears 
showing  Meecutio,  Tybalt,  Romeo,  Juliet,  and 
Pabis,  sitting  on  five  chairs,  like  nigger  serenaders, 
with  banjo,  tambourine,  bones,  <£;c.  They  immediately 
take  up  the  chorus,  and  the  characters  in  front  dance) 

Chorus. 

So  come,  cheer  up,  and  don’t  be  down, 

We’re  all  in  life  come  back  to  town. 

The  killing  we  have  undergone 
Of  course  was  all  a  diddle. 

{while  this  is  being  repeated,  the  various  characters  are 
dancing  to  the  tune]  a  figure  of dressed 
in  white,  in  the  attitude  of  the  celebrated  statuette,  rises 
through  trap,  holding  up  his  finger  in  a  menacing 
attitude.  The  characters  stop  their  singing  and  dancing 
in  alarm) 

Fkiar.  a  ghost ! 

Merc.  Whose  ghost  ? 

Apoth.  Don’t  know ! 

Nurse.  What  brings  him  here 

Juliet.  Oh  !  I  shall  faint  ! 

Cheer  up  !  I  see  it’s  Shakspeare. 

He  s  angry  with  us. 

Pray  what  have  we  done  ? 

Romeo.  His  noble  tragedy  we’ve  turned  to  fun  ; 

And  he  don’t  like  it. 

Oh,  what  shall  we  do  ? 

Apotii.  Some  of  you  speak  to  him.  Romeo,  you 
Are  the  hero  here,  face  it  out — dare  him. 

Soften  him  over  a  bit, — you  know — square  him  ! 

Romeo,  {going  up  to  him)  I’ll  try.  Immortal  bard— illustrious 
Swan  of  Avon, 

Towards  you,  we  own,  we  have  not  been  behavin’. 

With  that  respect  which  we  should  like  to  pay, 

But  the  fact  is,  if  we  essayed  your  play. 

As  you  did  write  it — the  boxes  and  the  pit 
Would  say  we  could  not  act  the  play  a  bit. 
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And  so  that  with  us,  not  at  us  they  may  laugh, 

We’ve  winnowed  your  fine  corn  into  chaff. 

fSHAKSPERE  hows) 
Nurse,  {going  up)  Another  thing  you  must  remember.  Poet, 
You  wrote  burlesques  yourself,  and  well  you  know  it. 

In  “  The  Midsummer  Night’s  Dream.” 

Shakspere  disappears. 
I  had  him  there, 

Romeo.  ’Tis  now  for  you,  your  verdict  to  declare. 

Finale. — “  Sally  come  up.’'"' 

Romeo.  And  if  our  version  of  the  play 

Has  served  to  while  an  hour  away. 

Perhaps  you’ll  be  so  good  as  say 
If  you  our  efforts  rally. 

Juliet.  And  if  you  do — to  pleasure  you 

For  nights  to  come — we  hope  not  few, 

We’ll  die  again  and  rally. 

All.  Alley!  cheers  us,  the  house  bring  down. 

And  spread  our  fame  about  the  town. 

That  you  may  smile  and  cease  to  frown, 

We’ll  dance  unto  the  fiddle. 

{the  characters  dance  while  the  curia, in  falls) 
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Lucret.Borgia(  Oiiem)  1  0 

Lucretia . .  0  b 

Macbeth  Modernized  0  b 
Mammon  &  Gammon  0  6 

Mark  Lawrence .  1  6 

Mary  Melvin  .  0  b 

May  Queen  .  1  b 

Money  .  b 

Monsieur  Mallet,  or 
f  MyDaughter’sLetter  2  0 

Native  Land .  1  0 

Ho.  1  A .  0  b 

Norma(oj5er.Planche)l  0 

CEdipus .  0  6 

Old  Adam  .  Ob 

Old  Guard  (The) .  1  0 

Oliver  Cromwell .  1  0 

One  Fault,  or  a  Hus- 

band’s  Honour .  0  6 

Orphan  (The)  ..••..—  ^ 

Parson’s  Nose  (The)  0  6 

Peasant  Boy,  8vo .  0  b 

Peer  and  the  Peasant  1  0 
Pet  of  the  Petticoats 


2  6 


6 

6 

6 

6 


Pretender  (The) .  0 

PresumptiveGuilt.or 

the  Fiery  Ordeal ...  0 

Promissory  Note . 0 

Queenof  the  Thames  0 
Rake  and  his  Pupil ..  1 
Ravenna,  or  Italian 

Love  .  0  6 

Robert  Burns  .......  1  o 

Robinson  Crusoe,  8vo  0  b 

Runnymede . .  -  o 

Sam  Weller,  or  the 

Pickwickians  .  2  0 

Scamps  of  London  ...  1  0 

Scholar  (The)  .  1  6 

School  for  Grown 

Children  .  1  0 

Second  Thoughts  ...  1  b 

Seraglio  (The) . .  1  0 

SecretMarriage(opc?’.)l  0 

Secret  (The)  [Mon- 
crieff)  8vo .  0  6 

Shakspeare  and  Com- 
pany,  a  Comedy  ...  0  b 

Sixtus  the  Fifth .  0  6 

Somnambulist  (The)  0  6 
St.  Clair  of  the  Isles  2  0 
Strafford,  a  Tragedy 
{Browning)  .......  1  0 

Tarnation  Strange, or 

more  Jonathans 
Thomas  a  Beckett 
Tobit’s  Dog  (The) . 

Trevanion . 

Trumpeter’sDaughter  1  b 

Turf  .  1  9 

Turn  Out . 0  (> 

Ulrica  .  1  « 

Uncle  Toby .  0  b 

Used  Up .  0  6 

Vagrant  (The) .  lb 

Wanderer  .  0  b 

Wild  Boy  of  Bohemia  0  6 
Winterbottoms(The)  1  0 

Woodman’s  Hut .  1  0 

World(The)aComedy  1  0 

Wreck  Ashore .  1  0 

Zoroaster  . i .  1  0 


1  0 
1  0 
1  0 
1  0 


MATHEWS  AT  HOME. 

n>ese  popular  Entertainments,  containing  tEe  whole  of  the  Songs,  a  ef 
iLK,a  i.  ^  Recitations.^  .  _ 


Mathew’s  Memorandiiin  Book. 

Theatrical  Olio, — First. 

Second. 
Fourth 


II 


1} 

11 


:iayner’s  Up  to  Town  and  Back  Again 
fates’  Portraits  and  Sketches. 

^  lexandre’s  Adventures  of  a  V entribquist, 

i5 


UUB. 

Mathews’  Comic  Annual,  1830. 

1831. 

1832. 

1833. 

Abo  the  following  Entertainments: 

y  .  .  ITT  TT  'ivrnilr.v 


11 

u 

II 


II 

11 


W.H.  Williams’  Visits. 

... - Morsels  of  Mirth. 

Rhymes  and  Reasons. 


Henry’s  Table  Talk. 

All  at  Sixpence  each,  hy  Post 


Sl» 


T. 


NOW  PUBLISHED  BY 

H.  LACY,  89,  STRAND,  LONDON,  W.C. 

■At  CL  vediuiQd  Price, — all  post  free. 


THE  BOOK  OP  COSTUME, 

of  its 

peculiarities  in  all  Ages  and  Countries,  with  236  iUustrations, 
cLoth  gilt  5s.  {published  at  20s.) 

whether  indu^L^d  by  clinfate^or^ocahty^bv the  succession  of  ages— 

SlnlTecoS%rifth?rSd'^^  beloundTufefSand" 

ancient  or  modern.”  *  known  on  the  subject  of  dress. 


CBUIKSHANK’S  BUBLESQUE  DRAMA, 

Containing  “  Tom  Thumb,”  “The  Beggar’s  Opera!”  “Midas” 
‘  Bombastes  Furioso,”  “  The  Ma|or  of  Garratt,”  ^  ’ 

and  illustrated  with  numerous  comic  illustrations 

By  GEORGE  and  ROBERT  CRUIRSEEANK,  ^ 

Cloth  gilt,  2s.  6c?.,  {published  at  7s.  6d.) 

PIERCE  EGAN»S  LIFE  OF  AN  ACTOR, 

With  27  Coloured  Illustrations, 

ONE  LARGE  VOLUME,  6^.,  cloth  gilt,  {published  at  215.) 

DYCE’S  REMARKS  on  the  NEW  EDITIONS  of  SHAKESPEARE, 

8w.  cloth,  3s.  ad. 

SINGEB-S  VINDICATION  OF  THE  TEXT  OF  SlTAgT:gPl!»T>v 

From  the  unjustifiable  Innovations  of  Mr.  Collin’s  Annotated  Folio 

Svo.  cloth,  3s.  6d.  ’ 

The  above  two  Works  are  indispensable  to  every  Student  of  Shakespeare. 

TRAGEDY  AND  COMEDY, 

TWO  BEAUTIFUL  ENGRAVINGS  BY  SANT 
Froo/s  before  Letters  {published  at  £6  6s.)  mav  be  hnd  /n-  iL  z>  • 
Proofs  {published  at  14  i  /Kn 
Leatly  framed,  30a.  and  3^.  the  Pair. 

AN  ADMIRABLY-ARRANGED  PHOTOGRAPHIC  GROUP  op  ino 
EMINENT  PEEFOEMEBS.  ENGlIsS)  ^eK, 

Por  2s.  6d.  only. 

A  GROUP  OF  83  EXCELLENT  PORTRAITS  OF  EUROPEAN 
CELEBRITIES,  at  2a.  6d.  only. 


iiXMence  each— Booksefhrt. 

*  TT _ *  T>>!»ofaAf-  i«>«M.i<r?i«  alXottinffHtW 


iLUME  16. 
h  out  of  Water 
)viiig  Tale 
n  Bolt 

lely  M>inofOceau 
Ise  and  Constant 
Friend  tUe  Major 
m  Boy 
ghUd  Being 
ring  too  Fast 
ahia’s  Supper 
5ld  of  40  Foot- 
alanche  [steps 
ject  of  Interest 
■na  Fide  Travel- 
moynioou  [lers 
glume  17. 
ilatice  of  Comfort 
uirt  of  Oberon 
rlerjn.Blue  Beard 
Alor  of  France 
el  low  Dwarf 
ottle  (Thej 
ailway  Belle 
I  bon  tlassan 
[  ggravating  Sam 
ougb  Diamond 
ood  for  Nothing 
Til  for  Tat 
hood  Little  Wife 
I  iposite  Neighbours 
'bree  Musketeers 
I  VOLUME  IS. 

I  Vonderf'.d  Woman 
I  ly  AVife’s  Diary 
Neig’ibour'sWife 
cret  Agent 
ime  of  Romps 
:e  that  Girl  Away 
derella  (Opera  Is 
iiera'.da  (Drama) 
uleteer  of  Toledo 
>11160  and  juliel 
ock maker’s  Hat 
iser  ofShoreditch 
elicate  Ground 
uy  IMannerin; 
i,pt .  of  the  Watch 

’GLUME  19. 

aldeii  Branch 
eauty  and  Beast 
lue  Beard  (Locks 
iirOnewitliGoiden 
yiiion  and  Itibl- 
ortnnio  (genia 
ivisibie  Prince 
hands  of  Jewels 
ancr  'Jharming 
.mg  of  Peacock 
rin  <•  e  H  appy  Land 
icseus  &  Ariadne 
(ppping  Beauty 
ueen  ofthe  Frogs 
ee  &  Orange  Tree 
'OLUME  20. 
[arried  Daughters 
Lrds  Aristophanes 
)rama  at  Home 
rolden  Fleece 

raciesa&Perciiiet 

[old  your  Tongue 
wovnthe  Morning 
[y  Great  Aunt 
ly  Heart’s  Idol 
rist  to  the  Mill 


296  Irish  Post 

297  Pride  ofthe  Mat  cet 
298QueenMary’sBower 

299  Cabinet  Question 

300  Lost  Ship 

VOLUME  21 

301  Court  Beauties 

302  Village  Tale 

303  Romantic  Idea 

304  Beggar’s  Opera 

305  Only  a  Clod 

306  Seven  Champions 

307  Enchanted  Forest 
303  Mistress  of  the  Mill 

309  First  of  May 

310  Day  of  Reckoning 

311  Love  Humble  l.ife 

312  Dream  of  Future 

313  Chain  of  Events 

314  Lady  in  Difficulties 
313  Promotion 

VOLUME  22 

316  Morning  Call  _ 

317  Haymavket  Spring 
Meeting 

318  Too  Much  ofaGooa 


TliiiR 


[Deep 


319  Still  Waters  Run 

320  Henry  the  Eighth 

321  Garrick  Fever 

322  Buckstone’s,  Ad¬ 
venture  with  a 
Polish  Princess 

323  Dowager 

3  H  Young  Widow 

325  Helping  Haiids 

326  Stranger  [Getting 

327  Bow  Stout  You  re 
3  28  She  Would  and 

Slie  Would  Not 

329  Only  a  Halfpenny 

330  Mountain  Sylph 


VOLUME  23 

331  Black  Doctor 

332  Jack  Sheppard 

333  Dumb  Belle 

334  Hamlet 

335  Sergeant’s  Ni  ife 

336  My  Wife’s  Mother 

337  Who  Speaks  First 

338  Black  Ey'd  Susan 

339  Four  Sisters 
340  Man  of  Many 

Friends  [ment 

341  Petticoat  Goyern- 

342  Wandering  Mins- 

343  Noemie  [trel 

344  Waterman 

345  Little  Treasure 
VOLUME  24. 

346  DonR  Judgeby  ap- 

347  Slow  Man[pearance 
343  Heir  at  Law 

349  Evadna 

350  Spring  and  Antumn 

351  20  Minutes  with  a 


-  i.  -  c. 

353Catching  aMennaid 

354  Give  a  Dog  a  Bad 

355  C  ozy  C  oup  1  e  [  N  am  e 

356  Queen  of  Spades 

357  Discreet  Princess 

358  £5  Reward 

359  Twice  Killed  [fairs 


2  W^hite  Cat  [Tiger 


360  Urgent  Private  Af- 
VOLUMB  25 

361  Mephistopheles 

362  OidHouse  atHome 

363  JealousWife 

364  Merchant ofVenlce 

365  John  Jones 

366  Great  Gun  Trick 

367  Child  of  Regiment 

368  ChevalierSt  George 

369  Comedy  &  Tragedy 

370  SheStoopstoConqur 

371  Returnof  Wanderer 

372  Wonder 

373  Prince  for  an  Hour 

374  Peter  Wilkins 

375  As  You  Like  It 
VOLUME  26. 

376  Victor  Vanquished 

377  Lucky, Horse  Shoe 

378  Jersey  Girl 

379  Done  on  BothSides 

380  l5Y'earsLabourLost 

381  D umb Man  Mane h- 

382  Evil  Genius  [ester 

383  Crown  Prince 

384  Giralda  [of  Woman 

385  Rignts  andWrongs 

386  Farmer’s  Daughter 

387  In  for  a  Holyday 

388  Romance  under 
Difficulties 

389  Paddy  Carey 

390  O’Flannigan  and 
the  Fairies 
VOLUME  27. 

391  Retribution 

392  Conjugal  Lesson. 

393  Medea,  _  (vidual 

394  Fascinating  Indi- 

395  School  for  Scandal 

396  Two  Heads  better 

397  IrishDoctor  (than  1 

398  Match  Making 

399  Locked  Out 

400  Prisonerof  War 

401  Pizarro  [than  One 

402  More  Blunders 

403  Tufelhausen 

404  Lady  of  the  Canae- 

405  Othello  (llias 
VOLUME  28 

406  Perdita  [Dream 

407  MidbummerNights 

408  Man  withlronMask 

409  Second  Love 

410  Busy  Body  (Times 

411  I’ll  Write  to  the 

412  Doing  the  Hansom 

413  Bride  of  Lamer- 

414  White  Farm  (moor 

415  Ben  the  Boatswain 

416  Sent  to  the  Tower 
1I7  Onr  Wife 
413  Bamboozling 

419  Monsieur  Jacqnes 

420  Lucille 
VOLUME  29. 

421  yming&Handsome 

422  Harlequin  Aladdin 

423  Conrad  and  Medora 

424  Family  Failing(A) 

425  Crinoline 
4  26  Captains  not  aMiss 
427  Housekeeper 


428Night  atNottingHtM 

429  Bird  in  the  Hand, 
worth  two  in  the  Bueb 

430  Jews  Daughter 

431  Ruth  Oakley 

4  32  D  urab  MaidofGenoa 

433  Frauds  its  Victim* 

434  Angel  or  Devil 

435  GwynnethVaugbea 
VOLUME  90 

436Life’sTrial[lhefhead 

437MyFrien(lfromLe*  ■ 

438  Queen  of  Arragos 

439Splendidlnveetment 

440  Lend  me  5*. 

441  Castle  Spectre 
442KitigO’Tooleiaoo»e 

443  Lord  Lovell  ew* 
Nancy  Bell 

444  Don’t  lend  yoar 
Umbrella 

445  Wicked  Wife 

446  Quiet  Family  (A 

447  Charles  2nd. 

448  Atalanta 

449  Momentous  Qaestiee 

450  Robert  Maeeire 
VOLUME  '’I 

451  DoubleFacedPeopie 

452  FearfulTragedy,  In 

453  Douglas  [the7Diaf* 

454  Governors  Wife 

455  King  Lear  [hisOMtle 

456  Englishman’s  Hou»e 

457  BearHuniers  (MoeW 

458  Jack  Robinson  &  IW* 
459Roberi  the  Devil  (Ope^) 

460  Lugarto  the  Mulatle 

461  My  Son  Diana 

462  Husbandforan  Ilonr 

463  Sarah’s  Young  Man 

464  Lillian  Gervaiee 

465  Sarah  the  Creole 
VOLUME  3a. 

466  Marie  Ducange 
4j67  Jenny  Foster 

468  Wilful  Murder 

469  Omnibus  (The,) 

470  Rakes  Progress 

471  Loves  Telegraph 

472  Norma  (Opera. )l8 

473  Venice  Preserved 

474  Masaniello  (Olympic 

475  Victims 

476  Jeannette’s  Weddii^ 

477  William  Tell  Travels 

478  Frederick  of  Prussuv 

479  Marble  Bride 

480  Was  I  to  Blame! 
VOLUME  38. 

481  St.  Mary’s  Eve 

482  Friend  Waggles 

483  Michael  Erie 

484  Martha  Willis 

485  Nothing  to  Nurse 

486  Leading  Strings 

487  Sudden  Thoughts 

488  Rivals. 

489  Drapery  Qaestioo 

490  A  Serious  Affair 

491  Two  Gay  Deoeivwe 

492  Jewess 

493  liady  of  the  Lnhe. 

494  Oliver  Twist 
»  495  Pair  of  Pigeons  (A 


Mrs.  Crowe's  Play~The  Cruel  Kindness,  Qd. 


SIXPENCE  EACH-^os^-A".  BooktOUrt. 


VOLUME  84. 

496  Ellea  Wareham 

497  Brother  Ben 

498  Take  Care  of  Dowb. — 

499  What  will  they  say  at 
Bromptoa 

500  London  Asanrance  Is. 

501  LaliaRookh 

502  Unhnished  Gentleman 

503  Boots  at  the  Swan 

504  Harlequin  Novelty 

505  Dead  Shot 

506  Irish  Tiger 

507  Day  well  Spent 

508  Core  for  Heart  Ache 

509  Wandering  Boys 

WO  Lady  of  Lyons  Travestie 
VOLUME  35. 

5ll  Love  Knot 
5r2Mnchado  abo’  tNolhing 
613  Ticklish  Times 
5t 4  Lucky  Kit  (A) 

Faint  Heart  never 
won  Fair  Lady. 

6J6  Double  Dummy 

517  Spectre  Bridegroom 

518  Birth  Pluce  ofPodger* 

519  tlros.sing  the  Line 

520  Children  of  the  Castle 
Nothint:  veiiiure 

nothing  win 

M2iTra  Diavolo  Burlesque 
eiii  Margare'  Catehnole 
5  14  My  Wile-  Dentist 
525  Schoolfel!  jsvs 
VOLUM  iii  36. 
Marriage  a  Lottery 
Your  Likeness  One 
Shilling 

anti  Proserpine 
Samuel  i,!  .Search  of 
530  Twelfth.'-i  rht[Hini>el 
5.31  D. mbili.it  Victory  (A) 
Stock  B.s'  hange  (The 
Bride  ol  Abydo, 
(Biirles'tiae) 

Gipsy  Fsi  uier 

Veteran  f  I'KJ  The) 
Dying  for  Love 
Pierette 


.526 


ilh- 

5i9 


532 
5  US 


534 

536 

587 


638  Irish  Tnor 


539  Woodmfn’sHut 

540  King  Beae’s  Daughter 
VOLUME  87. 

541  Going  to  the  Bad  is. 

542  Elixer  of  Love(Opera’ 

543  Matrimony 

644  Going  to  the  Derby 

545  Last  of  ibe  Pigtails 

546  Nell  G Wynne 

547  Henry  4th,  Parti. 

548  Catherine  Howard 

549  Sheep  in  Wolf’s  Cloth 

550  Tempest  {Ing 

551  Bonnie  Fishwife 

552  Maid  and  Magpie 

Burlesque 

553  A  Twice  Told  Tale 

554  My  Aunt’s  Husband 

555  Wooing  in  Jcst&c. 
VOLUME  Zr,. 

656  Tide  of  Time 

557  Little  Savage 

558  Jessie  Brown 
55 9 Harold  Hawk 

560  Othello  Travestie 

561  Klng.luhn 
532  Old  Honesty 

563  33  Next  Birthday 

564  Porter’s  Knot 

665 .4unlCharloiiesM:ud 

566  Kenilworth  Burle.sq. 

567  Woman  of  World 
.56 S  Milliner’s  Holiday 
569  Bn ■  e  of  Three 
57')  Poo."  I'lllicotldy 

VOLU.ME  39. 

571  A  Life’s  Revenge 

572  Iron  Chest 

573  Caj  tain  Charlotte 

574  Yi.umi  Mother 
57.5  Nervous  Man 

576  Henry  the  Fifth 

577  Poor  Gentleman 
.57.S  Midnight  Watch 
.579  Sal  anus 

.58.1  Child  of  (he  Wreck 

581  i’ipVan  \Vink1e(Op.] 

582  (fall’ll ing  iui  Heiress 

583  Vandyke  Brown 

584  .Lane  Shore 
,  585  Electra 


VOLUME  40. 

586  Everybody’s  Friend 
687  Richard  ye  Thirde 
588  Hunting  a  Turtle 
689 Which  of  the  Tiro 
690  King  and  I 

591  Dream  Spectre 

592  Ici  on  Parle  Frauoai* 
698  Turning  theTable* 

594  Seven  Clerks 

695  I’ve  written  to  Brown 

696  Julius  Caesar 

597  Three  Cuckoos 

598  Whiteiriars 

599  Rifle  Volunteer* 

600  Nine  Points  of  the  Law 

VOLUME  41. 
fiOl  Olympic  Revels 
602  Olympic  Devils 
653  Deep  Deep  t'ea 

604  Caught  by  the  Ears 

605  Retained  for  Defence 

606  IfthcCapflts — 

607  How’s  your  Uncle 

608  Three  Red  Men 

609  Tom  Cringle 

610  School  for  Ccqaettes 

611  Ruthven 

612  Babes  in  the  Wood 

613  Water  Witches 

C14  Payable  on  Demand 
615  Old  Offender  (An) 
VOL.  42. 

610  Extremes  Is. 

617  Road  to  Ruin 
6IS  Mouse  or  the  Home 

619  Artfal  Dodge 

620  ChevalierMasonRonje 

621  John  Bull 

622  Love  and  Fortune 

623  Rifle  &  how  to  use  it 

624  Love  and  Hunger 

625  Peggy  Green  (Nature 

626  Too  much  for  Good 

627  Viiginus  Burlesque 

628  Dick  Turpin 

629  M  'gicToys 

630  H  al  vei  the  unkov  n 

VOLUME  43. 

63 1  The  Fool’s  Rfenge  Is 
(C32  Husband  to '.rder 


633 


Romeo  and" 
Bnrlesqae 

634  Dog  of  Moni 

635 

636 


The  Comical  Tragedy  of 

PUNCH  AND  JUDY, 

Wifli  24  Illustrations  by  GEORGE  CRUIKSHANK,  an: 
account  of  its  origin  and  history. — One  Shilling  only 


Memoirs  of  RICHARD  LALOR  SHIEL,  Orator  <a 
Dramatist,  in2  volumes, published  at  21s. — 7s. 


The  Book  of  Costume,  a  history  of  Dress  lu 
Countries  aud  Times,  with  numerous  Illustrations— 

8vo.  Cloth  Gilt.  5s. 


Memoirs  of  tlie  Opera  in  England,  pub,  at  21/  reduced  to  3/6 


Postage  Stamps  received  in  payment  to  any  amount 


